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ﻳﻚ اﺷﺎره:

ﺧﺮس ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺘﺎن آﻣﺪ ،داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺳﺖ اﺛﺮ ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻨﺪه
ﺳﺮﺷﻨﺎس ﻛﺎﻧﺎداﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﻧﻮ آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو.
اﻳﻦ داﺳﺘﺎن را ﺑﻪ ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪه ام و ﻧﺎم ﺗﺮﺟﻤﻪ ي ﻓﺎرﺳﻲ
آن را از ﻣﺘﻦ داﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﺮﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ام .اﻳﻦ اﺛﺮ از دو ﻧﮕﺎه ﺑـﻪ ﺑـﺎور
اﻳﻦ ﻗﻠﻢ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ اﺳـﺖ .ﻧﺨـﺴﺖ دروﻧﻤﺎﻳـﻪ ي داﺳـﺘﺎن و
دﻳﮕــﺮي ﺷــﻴﻮه ﭘﺮداﺧــﺖ آن اﺳــﺖ ﻛــﻪ ﻣــﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧــﺪ ﺑــﺮاي
دوﺳﺘﺪاران داﺳﺘﺎن اﻟﻬﺎم ﺑﺨﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .در ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪن اﻳﻦ اﺛـﺮ
ﺗﻼش ﻛﺮده ام از آراﻳﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺮون از اﺻﻞ داﺳﺘﺎن ،ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮدﻟﻴﻞ
ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺗﺎ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ) ﺧﻮب ﻳﺎ ﺑﺪ ،رﺳﺎ ﻳﺎ ﻧﺎرﺳﺎ ،ﺑﺠﺎ ﻳﺎ
ﻧﺎﺑﺠﺎ (....از اﺻﻞ داﺳﺘﺎن ﻣﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﺷﻮد .ﺗﻤﺎﻣﻲ ﭘﺎﻧﻮﻳﺴﻬﺎ از اﺻﻞ
داﺳﺘﺎن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻣﻦ اﻓﺰوده ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ.
اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﻣﻮرد اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺧﻮاﻧﻨﺪﮔﺎن ﻗﺮار ﮔﻴﺮد
ﺑﺎ ﻣﻬﺮ
ﮔﻴﻞ آواﻳﻲ
دوازده دسامبر٢٠١١
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فشرده ای از زندگی ادبی آليس مونرو

آليس مونرو) زاده شده در  ١٠جوالی  ،١٩٣١وينگھام،١
اونتاريو ،کانادا( نويسنده کانادايی ست که با داستانھای کوتاه
خود معروفيت جھانی يافت .داستانھايی که عموما از جنوب
غربی اونتاريو مايه می گيرد و شخصيتھای داستانی اش
مردمانی از ھمان منطقه با شناسه ی اسکاتلندی-ايرلندی ست.
نخستين مجموعه داستانھايش بنام رقص سايه ھای شاد) ٢
 (١٩۶٨منتشر شد .اين يکی از سه مجموعه داستانھاست .دو
مجموعه ديگر عبارتند از فکر می کنی که ھستی ٣؟)(١٩٧٨
که با نام دختر گدا :٤داستانھای فلو و رُز نيز منتشر گرديد( ،و
٦
پيشرفت عشق (١٩٨۶)٥که جايزه ساالنه ی ادبی فرماندار کل
برای داستان را از آن خود کرد.
٧
دومين مجموعه زندگی دختران و زنان ) ،(١٩٧١خواسته ام
به تو بگويم ،(١٩٧۴)٨ماه ھای جوپيتر ،(١٩٨٢)٩دوست
Wingham 1
Dance of the Happy Shades (1968) 2
Who Do You Think You Are? (1978 3
Beggar Maid 4
The Progress of Love (1986) 5
annual Governor General's Literary Award 6
The Lives of Girls and Women (1971) 7
Been Meaning to Tell You (1974) 8
The Moons of Jupiter (1982) 9

۵

۶

جوانی ام ،(١٩٨۶)١٠يک ايستگاه توحش ،(١٩٩۴)١١و عشق
يک زن خوب ،(١٩٩٨)١٢را نيز شامل می شود.
کتاب او بنام رازھای باز (١٩٩۴) ١٣در بر گيرنده داستانھايی
از تپه ھای نيمه متمدن جنوب اونتاريو تا کوه ھای آلبانيا است،
در داستان فراری (٢٠٠۴)١٤مونرو عمق زندگی مردم عادی
را کشف می کند و چشم انداز از قلعه صخره ای(٢٠٠٧)١٥
ترکيبی از تاريخ ،ياداشتھای خانوادگی و روايتھايی از
درخواستھای پرسش برانيگز و پاسخھای مبھم است .مونرو در
سال  ٢٠٠٩جايزه مان بوکر اينترناشنال را برد که در ھمان
شال مجموعه داستانھای " شادی بيش از حد منتشر شد.
داستانھای کوتاه مونرو در باره فرسايشھای آلزايمر در داستان
خرس به کوھستان آمد ١٦که با درونمايه ھای نفرت،
دوستی،اظھار عشق ،عشق ورزی ،ازدواج) (٢٠٠١منتشر و
درفيلمی بنام دور از او (٢٠٠۶) ١٧انعکاس يافت.
برگرفته از سايت بيوگرافی
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ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎش ،او اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﻦ.
)ﺧﺮس ﺑﻪ ﻛﻮﻫﺴﺘﺎن آﻣﺪ(

اﺛﺮ :آﻟﻴﺲ ﻣﻮﻧﺮو
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ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﭘﺪروﻣﺎدرش زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .در ﻫﻤـﺎن
ﺷﻬﺮي ﻛﻪ او و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ داﻧﺸﮕﺎه رﻓﺘﻨﺪ .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑـﺰرگ ﺑـﺎ
ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﺎﻳﻲ رو ﺑﻪ درﻳﺎ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮِ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ اي ﻟـﻮﻛﺲ و
ﻧﺎﻣﻨﻈﻢ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﻗﺎﻟﻴﭽﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﻬـﻢ رﻳﺨﺘـﻪ در ﻛـﻒ اﺗﺎﻗﻬـﺎ و
ﻓﻨﺠﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻼي ﻣﻴﺰ را ﺧﻂ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﻣﺎدرش اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪي ،زﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺮوﻣﻨﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﭘﻒ ﺷـﺪه و
ﺧﺸﻤﮕﻴﻦ از ﺳﻴﺎﺳﺘﻬﺎي ﭼﭗ اﻓﺮاﻃﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﭘﺪرش ﻣﺘﺨـﺼﺺ
ﺳﺮﺷﻨﺎس ﻗﻠﺐ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﺗﻤﺎم ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن ﺑﻪ او اﺣﺘﺮام ﻣـﻲ
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ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ درﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳﻲ ) زن ذﻟﻴﻞ ﺑﻮد-م( ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺣﺮﻓﻬﺎي ﺧﺸﻦ زﻧﺶ ﺑﺎ ﻟﺒﺨﻨـﺪ ﺗﻤـﺴﺨﺮِ ﭘﻨﻬـﺎن،
ﮔﻮش ﻣﻲ داد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺧﻮدش را داﺷﺖ و اﻧﺒﻮﻫﻲ از ژاﻛﺘﻬﺎي
ﻛﺸﻤﻴﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﺎﻫﻨﮓ ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻌﺎﻟﻴﺘﻬﺎي ﺳﻴﺎﺳﻲ ﻣﺎدرش
دﻟﻴﻞِ آن ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻧﺎﻫﻤـﺎﻫﻨﮕﻲ
ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮك ﺑﻮد و ﺳﻴﺎﺳﺖ ﻫﻢ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ،ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺎزي
ﻛــﺮدن را ﺧــﻮش داﺷــﺖ ﻣﺜــﻞ " ﭼﻬــﺎر ژﻧــﺮال ﻳــﺎﻏﻲ " در
ﮔﺮاﻣﺎﻓﻮن و ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻧﻴﺰ ﺻﺪاي ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﻠﻨﺪ اﻳﻨﺘﺮﻧﺎﺳـﻴﻮﻧﺎل ،اﮔـﺮ
ﻳﻚ ﻣﻬﻤﺎن ﻫﻢ ﺣﻀﻮر داﺷﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ اش ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻳﻚ آﺷﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻮي ﻓﺮﻓﺮي ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎرﺟﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،دﻧﺒـﺎﻟﺶ
ﻛــﺮد .ﮔﻔــﺖ ﻛــﻪ آن ﻣــﺮد وﻳﺰﻳﮕــﻮث  18Visigothﺑــﻮد و
ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر دو ﺳﻪ اﻧﺘﺮنِ ﺟﻮان ﻣﺤﺘﺮم و ﻧﺎآرام .او ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را
دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ را ﻫﻢ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺸﻜﻞ ﺧﻨـﺪه آوري
اﺻﻄﻼﺣﺎت ﺷﻬﺮ ﻛﻮﭼﻚ او را ﺗﻜﺮار ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.

A member of the western Goths that invaded the 18
Roman Empire in the fourth century A.D. and settled in
France and Spain, establishing a monarchy that
 lasted until the early eighth centuryويزيوگوث ،عضوی از
قبيله ی با ريشه المانی بود که در قرن چھارم ميالدی به امپراتوری روم
يورش برد و در فرانسه و اسپانيا ساکن شد .حکومت سلطنتی ای بنا نھاد که
تا اوايل قرن ھشتم دوام يافت
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ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ داﺷﺖ ﺟﻮك ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ ﻛـﻪ
در ﻳﻚ روز ﺳﺮد و روﺷﻦ در ﺳﺎﺣﻞ ﭘﻮرت
اﺳﺘﺎﻧﻠﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد ازدواج داد .ﺻﻮرﺗﺸﺎن از ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺗﻴـﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و اﻣﻮاج درﻳﺎ اﻧﺒﻮه ﻣﺎﺳﻪ ﻫـﺎ را ﺑـﺮ ﭘﺎﻫﺎﻳـﺸﺎن ﻣـﻲ
اﻧﺒﺎﺷﺖ.
" آﻳﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻨﺪه دار ﻧﻴﺴﺖ"
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻓﺮﻳﺎد ﻛﺮد " .آﻳﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺴﺨﺮه اﺳﺖ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎ
ازدواج ﻛﻨﻴﻢ؟"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﺑﺮوي ﺧﻮدش ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮد و ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ:
" ﺑﻠﻪ"
ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ از او دور ﺷﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺷـﺎداﺑﻲ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
در ﺧﻮد داﺷﺖ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺎ ﺗُﻦ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﺑﻬﺖ زده و رﻧﺠﺶ زودﮔﺬر ،ﮔﻔﺖ:
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ" .
درﺳﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻟﻜﻪ اي ﺑـﺮ
ﻛﻒ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ دﻳﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻟﻜﻪ از ﻛﻔﺶ ارزان ﻗﻴﻤﺖ درونِ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﻫﻤﺎن روز ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﺿﻤﻦ ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪن روي ﻟﻜﻪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ از روﻏـﻦ ﭼﺮﺑـﻲ
ﺑﻮﺟﻮد آﻣﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن از آﺷـﻔﺘﮕﻲ ي ﻳـﻚ
دﻟﺨﻮري ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ آن ﻛﺎر را ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ".
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻤﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻫﺮﮔﺰﻣﺠﺒﻮر ﻧﺸﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري
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دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻜﻨﺪ از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دﻳﮕﺮ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻛﻔـﺶ ﭘـﺎﻳﺶ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ ﻫﻤﻴـﺸﻪ ﻟﺒـﺎس ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﻢ" .ﻳـﺎ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﺒﻴﻪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪن .ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺟﻮر در
ﻫﺘﻞ ﺑﻮدن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ .ﻟﺒـﻪ ي ﻗﺎﻟﻴﭽـﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ او ﺑـﺮاي
ورودي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻇﺮﻓﺸﻮﻳﻲ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ژاﻛﺖ ﻗﻬﻮه اي ﻃﻼﻳﻲ اﺳﻜﻲ اش را روي ﭘﻮﻟﻮِر ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﮔـﺮدن
ﻻﻛﭙﺸﺘﻲ ،ﻣﺘﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﺎ ﺷﻠﻮار ﺣﻨﺎﻳﻲ ،ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ .زﻧـﻲ ﻗﺪﺑﻠﻨـﺪ ﺑـﺎ
ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺑﺎرﻳﻚ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻔﺘﺎد ﺳﺎل داﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺳﺮﺣﺎل
ﺑﺎ ﭘﺎﻫﺎي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ،ﻣﭻ ﻇﺮﻳﻒ دﺳﺖ و ﭘﺎي ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﺑـﺎ ﮔﻮﺷـﻬﺎﻳﻲ
ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﻦ ﺧﻨﺪه دار ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤـﻮد .ﻣﻮﻫـﺎﻳﺶ ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﺒﻚ ﻛُﺮﻛﻬـﺎي
ﺑﺮآﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از رﻧﮓ ﺑﻮر ﻛﻤﺮﻧﮓ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻔﻴﺪي ﮔﺮاﻳﻴـﺪه ﺑـﻮد
ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼـﻪ وﻗـﺖ
ﺳﻔﻴﺪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،و او ﻫﻨﻮز آن را ﺑﺮ ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ رﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ) .ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ
را ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﺎدر ﺧﻮدش ﻣـﻲ اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ؛ ﺑﻴـﻮه اي در ﻳـﻚ ﺷـﻬﺮ
ﻛﻮﭼﻚ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻣﻨﺸﻲ دﻛﺘﺮي ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﻴﺪ
ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻣﺎدر ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ داري را ﺑـﻪ او
ﺑﻴﺎﻣﻮزد ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺎره ﻣﻨـﺸﻬﺎ و ﺳﻴﺎﺳـﺖ ﻫـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﺪاﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد( ﭼﻮن در ﻏﻴﺮاﻳﻨﺼﻮرت ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺎ
ﭘﺎﻫﺎي ﺧـﻮش ﺗـﺮاش و ﭼـﺸﻤﺎن ﻳـﺎﻗﻮت ﻛﺒـﻮد ،ﻛـﺴﻲ ﺟـﺰ
ﻣﺎدرش ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ دﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ ﻛﺞ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺎ رژِ ﺳـﺮخ آن
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را ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ ،رژ ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪن ﺑﻪ ﻟﺐ ،آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﺎري ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﭘﻴﺶ از ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺘﻦ از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد.
او اﻳﻦ روزﻫﺎ دﻗﻴﻘﺎ ﺧﻮدش را ﻣﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﺪ .ﻣﺴﺘﻘﻴﻢ و اﺑﻬﺎم آﻣﻴﺰ،
در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺧﻮش ﺧﻮ و ﻃﻌﻨﻪ آﻣﻴﺰ.
ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ ،ﻟﻜـﻪ ﻫـﺎي زرد ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﻲ ﺗـﻮﺟﻬﺶ را
ﺟﻠﺐ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻤﺎم ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﭼﺴﺒﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻤـﺎﻣﻦ ﺗـﺎزه
ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ از ﻋﻨﺎوﻳﻦ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ از رادﻳﻮ
ﻳﺎ ﺳﺮﻛﺎرش ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﻳﺎداﺷـﺖ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد .ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ
ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤـﺎن ﻛـﺎر را آن روز ﻛـﺮده اﺳـﺖ .ﺣﺘـﻲ
ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻛﺎر ﺻﺒﺢ ﻫﻤﺎن روز ﻧﻴﺰ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ آن را
ﻣﺮﻣﻮز و ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺣﺲ اش را ﺑﺮاﻧﮕﻴﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد" .
7ﺻــﺒﺢ ﻳﻮﮔــﺎ7:45-7.30 ،ﻛﻨــﺪن ﻣﻮﻫــﺎي ﺻــﻮرت-7:45.
8.15ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ و ﺻﺒﺤﺎﻧﻪ"
ﻳﺎدداﺷﺖ ﺗﺎزه ،ﻣﺘﻔﺎوت ﺑﻮد .روي درِ ﻛﺸﻮي ﻣﻴـﺰ آﺷـﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﭼﺴﺒﺎﻧﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد ،ﻛـﺎرد و ﭼﻨﮕـﺎل ،ﺣﻮﻟـﻪ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ ﭘـﺎك
ﻛﺮدن ﻇﺮﻓﻬﺎ ،ﭼﺎﻗﻮﻫﺎ ..آﻳﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﻘﻂ درِ ﻛﺸﻮﻫﺎ را ﺑﺎز
ﻛﻨﺪ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ در آن اﺳﺖ؟
ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﺎت داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺎد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻬﺮ رﻓﺖ ﺗﺎ از ﻳﻚ
ﺑﺎﺟــﻪ ﺗﻠﻔــﻦ ﺑــﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧــﺖ  ،زﻧــﮓ ﺑﺰﻧــﺪ از او ﺑﭙﺮﺳــﺪﭼﻄﻮر
ﺑﺮاﻧﺪ)راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ – م( .ﺑﺮاي ﻗﺪم زدﻧﻬﺎي ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻲ اش
راه ﻫﻤﻴﺸﮕﻲ را ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و از ﻣﻴﺎن دﺷـﺖ و ﺟﻨﮕـﻞ ﮔﺬﺷـﺖ،
ﺳﭙﺲ از ﻛﻨـﺎرة ﺳـﻴﻢ ﺧـﺎردار ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ آﻣـﺪ .راﻫـﻲ دراز و
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ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ .ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻧﺮده ﻫﺎي ﺳﻴﻢ ﺧﺎردار را در
ﻧﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮد ﭼـﻮن ﻫﻤـﻮاره اﻳـﻦ ﺳـﻴﻤﻬﺎ ﺗـﺮا ﺑﺠـﺎﻳﻲ ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﺎﻧﻨﺪ .درك آن دﺷـﻮار ﺑـﻮد .ﺟـﻮري از ﻧـﺮده ﻫـﺎي ﺳـﻴﻢ
ﺧﺎردار ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺟﻮك ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .و ﺷﻤﺎره ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ
را ﺑﻲ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﺑﻴﺎد آورده ﺑﻮد.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺮاﻧﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .او ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ام را دارم از دﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ دﻫﻢ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ از او ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺮﺻﻬﺎي ﺧﻮاب را داﺷﺘﻪ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮده ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ .ﺑﻌﺪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎﮔﻔﺖ :
اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ دارم ،ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ آورم.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ:
"ﻣﺘﺎﺳــﻔﻢ از اﻳﻨﻜــﻪ ﭘــﺮ ﺳــﺮ و ﺻــﺪا و ﭘﺮﺣــﺮف ﻫــﺴﺘﻢ" .
"ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ در ﺣﺎل اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻫﻴﭻ ﻗﺮﺻﻲ ﻧﺒﻮده ام" ".ﺷﺎﻳﺪ
ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﻢ " ".ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻗﺮﺻﻬﺎي وﻳﺘﺎﻣﻴﻦ".
وﻳﺘﺎﻣﻴﻨﻬﺎ ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮي ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑﻄﺮف دروازه ﻣﻲ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد و ﺳـﻌﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﻴﺎد آورد ﻛﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﺮود .ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
زﻳﺮ ﺳﺒﺰي را روﺷﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﮔﺮم ﺑﻤﺎﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ آب در ﻗﻬﻮه ﺟـﻮش
ﺑﺮﻳﺰد.
از ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﭼﻪ وﻗﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﺒﺎب ﻛﺸﻲ ﻛﺮده اﻧﺪ،
ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ :ﭘﺎرﺳﺎل ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﭘﻴﺮار ﺳﺎل؟
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ :دوازده ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﻦ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
آﻣﺪﻳﻢ"
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" ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺪﻫﻨﺪه اﺳﺖ"
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ﺑﻮده .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ دﻛﺘﺮ ﮔﻔﺖ .او ﺑﻲ آﻧﻜﻪ
ﻣﻮﻓﻖ ﺷﻮد ﺗﻼش ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﭼﮕـﻮﻧﮕﻲ ﺷـﮕﻔﺘﺰدﮔﻲ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ و
ﭘﻮزش ﺧﻮاﻫﻲِ او را ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻳـﻦ روزﻫـﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪ ﺷـﻜﻞ ﻣﻌﻤـﻮل ﻫـﺮ روزه ،ﻧـﻪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﺮﮔﺮﻣﻲ
ﺧﺼﻮﺻﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،را ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻣﺜﻠﻦ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي
ﻣﺎﺟﺮاﺟﻮﻳﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ اﻧﺠﺎم ﻧﻤﻲ داده ،اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ داد.
ﻳﺎ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎزي اي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮد از ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺒـﺮد.
دﻛﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ:
 ﺧﻮب ﺑﻠﻪ ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ در آﻏﺎز ﻋﻤﺪي ﻳﺎ اﻧﺘﺨﺎﺑﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻣـﺎﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻴﻢ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻴﻢ؟ ﺗﺎ وﻗﻴﺘﻜﻪ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي از ﺑﻴﻦ رﻓـﺘﻦ را
ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﻢ ،واﻗﻌﻦ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻴﻢ.
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ،ﭼﻨﺪان اﻫﻤﻴﺘﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺮﭼـﺴﺒﻲ روﻳـﺶ
ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﻳﮕﺮ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﺮاي ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ
ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ ،ﻳﻜﺒﺎر وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ روﻳـﺶ را ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮد،
ﻧﺎﭘﺪﻳﺪ ﺷﺪ .ﭘﻠـﻴﺲ او را ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺪ ﺳـﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن دورﺗـﺮ وﺳـﻂ
ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎن داﺷﺖ ﻗﺪم ﻣﻴﺰد ،ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ،اﺳـﻤﺶ را ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ و او ﺑـﻪ
آﺳﺎﻧﻲ ﺟﻮاب داد .ﺳﭙﺲ از او اﺳﻢ ﻧﺨﺴﺖ وزﻳﺮ را ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ.
" اﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﻣﺮد ﺟﻮان ،ﺑﺮاﺳﺘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ در ﻟﺒﺎس ﭼﻨﺎن
ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺘﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ".
ﭘﻠﻴﺲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ اﺷﺘﺒﺎه را ﻣﺮﺗﻜﺐ ﺷـﺪ و ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪ
آﻳﺎ او "ﺑﻮرﻳﺲ" و " ﻧﺎﺗﺎﺷـﺎ" را دﻳـﺪه اﺳـﺖ .اﻳﻨﻬـﺎ از ﺑﻨﻴـﺎد
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ﺣﻤﺎﻳﺖ از ﮔﺮﮔﻬـﺎ در روﺳـﻴﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و او
ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻴﻨـﺎد ﻫﻤﻜـﺎري ﻛـﺮد و آن را ﺑﻌﻨـﻮان
ﻳﻜﻲ از ﺑﻨﻴﺎدﻫﺎي ﻣﻮرد ﻋﻼﻗﻪ اش ﺑﻪ دوﺳـﺘﺶ ﻣﻌﺮﻓـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺗﺎ آﺧﺮ ﻋﻤﺮ ،ﺧﻮد را وﻗﻒ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻨﻴﺎد ﻛﺮد .ﭘﺬﻳﺮشِ اﻳـﻦ
ﺑﻴﻨﺎد از ﺳﻮي او ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ درﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﭽﻪ دار ﺷﻮد .ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﻟﻮﻟﻪ ي رﺣﻢ او ﻣﺴﺪود ﻣﻲ ﺷـﺪ
ﻳﺎ ﮔﺮه ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ درﺣﺎل ﺣﺎﺿـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑﻴـﺎد
ﺑﻴﺎورد .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ از ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدن ﺑـﻪ آن ﻗـﺴﻤﺖ زﻧـﺎﻧﮕﻲ
زﻧﺎن ،ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﺲ از آن ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﻣﺮد.
ﺳﮓ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺑﻠﻨﺪ و اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻴﻨﺶ ،ﺻﻮرت ﻧﺮم و ﺟﺪي اش،
ﺑﺮاي او ﺟﻔﺖ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﺮاي ﻗﺪم زدن ﻣﻲ
ﺑـﺮد .و ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺧـﻮدش در آن روزﻫـﺎ ﻧﺨـﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﺷــﻐﻠﺶ در
داﻧﺸﮕﺎه را ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ ).ﭘـﻮل ﭘـﺪر زﻧـﺶ آﻧـﺎن را ﻋﻠﻴـﺮﻏﻢ
آﻟﻮدﮔﻲ ﺳﻴﺎﺳﻲ ،ﻣـﻮرد ﭘـﺬﻳﺮش ﺑـﺮاي ﻛـﺎر ﻗـﺮار ﻣـﻲ داد(،
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺑﻌﻀﻲ ﻫﺎ رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪﻛﻪ ﻫﻮا و ﻫﻮﺳـﻬﺎي
ﻧﺎﮔﻬﺎﻧﻲ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ از روي ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ و ﺧﻮدﻧﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ،
ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺘﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ اﻳﻦ را ﻧﻔﻬﻤﻴﺪ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﻣﺪت زﻳـﺎدي از
آن ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻗﺎﻧﻮﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ در ﻣـﺪت دﺳـﺎﻣﺒﺮ ﻣﺠـﺎز ﻧﺒـﻮد ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻴﺪاو ﻟﻴﻚ) 19درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ي ﻣﻴﺪاو –م( ﺑﺮود .ﻓـﺼﻞ ﺗﻌﻄـﻴﻼت
ﻣﺸﻜﻼت روﺣﻲ) اﻓﺴﺮدﮔﻲ – م( زﻳﺎد ﺑـﻮد .ازاﻳﻨـﺮو ﺑﻴـﺴﺖ
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دﻗﻴﻘﻪ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ در ژاﻧﻮﻳﻪ را ﺑﻪ ﺗـﻦ ﺧـﻮد ﻣﺎﻟﻴﺪﻧـﺪ .ﭘـﻴﺶ از
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺑﺰرﮔﺮاه ﺑﺮﺳﻨﺪ ﺟﺎده ي روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﭘـﺮ از ﭼﺎﻟـﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﺧﺎﻟﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﻦ روﻳﺸﺎن ﻳﺦ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ " :اوه .ﻳﺎدت ﻣﻴﺎد"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ" :ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ داﺷﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ آن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم"
" ﻓﻘﻂ درﻣﻬﺘﺎب اﻳﻨﺠﻮري ﺑﻮد ".ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷﺖ در ﺑﺎره وﻗﺘﻲ ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زد ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﺴﻜﻲ
در ﺷﺐ آﻧﺠﺎ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،زﻳﺮ ﻧﻮر ﻣﺎه ﺗﻤﺎم و ﺑﺮﻓﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺼﻮرت
ﻧﻮار ﺳﻴﺎه ﻣـﻲ ﻧﻤـﻮد .در ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ ﺟـﺎ ،ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻲ وﺳـﻂ
زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﺑﺎﺷﻲ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻦ ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎ از ﺳﺮﻣﺎ را ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻨﻴﺪﻧﺪ.
اﮔﺮ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن زﻧـﺪه و ﺑﺪرﺳـﺘﻲ آن را ﺑﺨـﺎﻃﺮ
ﺑﻴﺎورد ، ،آﻳﺎ آﻧﻬﻤﻪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ در او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ رخ داده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ؟
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او ﻧﺘﻮاﻧـﺪ دور ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ و ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد.
ﻣﻘﺮرات دﻳﮕﺮي ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺳﺮﭘﺮﺳﺖ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ
داد .ﺳﺎﻛﻨﻴﻦ ﺗﺎزه ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺳﻲ روز ﻣﻮرد ﺑﺎزدﻳﺪ ﻗـﺮار ﮔﻴﺮﻧـﺪ.
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻣﺮدم آن وﻗﺖ را ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺳﺎﻛﻦ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﭘﻴﺶ از
اﺟﺮاي ﻣﻘﺮرات ،ﺧﻮاﻫﺸﻬﺎ و اﺷﻜﻬﺎ و ﻛﺞ ﺧﻮﻟﻘﻲ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد از
ﺳﻮي ﺣﺘﻲ آﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﻞ ﺧﻮد آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺣﺪود ﺳﻮﻣﻴﻦ
ﻳﺎ ﭼﻬﺎرﻣﻴﻦ روز ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﺮوع ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮﻳﻪ و زاري ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮده ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .و ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺎوﻧﺪان و ﻓﺎﻣﻴﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ
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ﺑﺮاي ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻦ ﺷﺎن ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ  ،از اﻳﻨـﺮو ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻲ
ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺑﻬﺘـﺮي
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ از آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ.
ﺷﺶ ﻣﺎه ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺣﺪود ﭼﻨﺪ ﻫﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑﻌـﺪ ،ﺗﻤـﺎم ﻧﺎاﻣﻴـﺪي
ﻫﺎي آزار دﻫﻨﺪه ،دوﺑﺎره ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑﺎ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﻢ ،ﺳﻮﭘﺮواﻳﺰر ﮔﻔﺖ ،ﻣﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ را ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﻢ
ﻛﻪ در ﻣﺎه ﻧﺨﺴﺖ آﻣﺪﻧﺸﺎن اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺤـﺎل ﺧـﻮد رﻫـﺎ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺷﺎد و ﺧﻨﺪان ،ﺑﻮدﻧﺸﺎن را در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﺑﻪ آﺧﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ.
آﻧﻬﺎ) ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ –م( در ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﭼﻨﺪﺑﺎر ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﺮاي
دﻳﺪن آﻗﺎي ﻓﺎرﻛﻮﻫﺮ ،20ﻛﺸﺎورز ﻛﺎرﻛﺸﺘﻪ اي ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﺴﺎﻳﻪ
ﺷﺎن ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻪ " ﻣﻴﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ " رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .او ﺑـﻪ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎﻳﻲ
در ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي آﺟﺮي آﻣﺎده ﺑـﺪون اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي را ﺗﻐﻴﻴـﺮ
دﻫﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻳﻚ ﻳﺨﭽﺎل و ﻳﻚ ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن ﺑﻪ وﺳﺎﻳﻞ اﻓـﺰوده ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،از ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي اواﻳﻞ ﻗﺮن ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد  .ﺣـﺎﻻ ﻓﻘـﻂ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻓﺎرﻛﻮﻫﺮ از ﺑﻴﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﺠﺎي آن ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺷـﺒﻴﻪ
ﻗﻠﻌﻪ ﻫﺎي اﺳﺒﺎب ﺑﺎزي ،ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ اي ﺑـﺮاي
ﭼﻨﺪ ﻧﻔﺮ از ﺗﻮرﻧﺘﻮ ﺟﻬﺖ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪن آﺧـﺮ ﻫﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد" .ﻣﻴـﺪاو
ﻟﻴﻚ" از ﺑﻴﻦ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺗﺎرﻳﺦ آن را از ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي 1950
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﺗﺎزه وﺳـﻴﻊ و ﺟـﺎدار ،ﮔﻨﺒـﺪي ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﻮاﻳﺶ ﺑﺎ ﻋﻄﺮ ﻛﺎج ،ﺗﺎزه و ﻣﻄﺒـﻮع ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .ﺑـﻪ ﻓﺮاواﻧـﻲ و
ﺳﺒﺰاﻧﻪ ي ﺑِﻜﺮ از ﺧﻤﺮه ﺑﺰرگ راﻫﺮوﻫﺎي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺟﻮاﻧﻪ ﻣﻲ زد.
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ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل" ،ﻣﻴﺪاو ﻟﻴﻚ" ،ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺧـﻮد را
درآن ﺑﻪ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮ ﻛﺸﻴﺪن ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ ،در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﻃﻮﻻﻧﻲ ﻣﺎﻫﻲ
ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺪون ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺳﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﻫـﺮ روز
ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ ﭘﺮﺳـﺘﺎري ﻛـﻪ اﺳـﻤﺶ
ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ 21ﺑـﻮد ،ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ در اﻳـﻦ
ﭘﺎﻳﺪاري اش ،ﻣﺘﺤﻴﺮ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ ﮔـﺰارش ﻛـﺎﻣﻠﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ
ﺗﻮﺳﻂ او داده ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﺘﺮ از ﻫﺮ ﮔﺰارﺷﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﮔﺰارﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ
ﻫﺮ ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎر دﻳﮕﺮي ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ" :ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ ﺳـﺮﻣﺎ ﺧـﻮرده ﺑـﻮد ".اﻣـﺎ
ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه آﻣﺪه ،ﻏﻴﺮﻋﺎدي ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻣﺜﻞ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ
ﻫﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ ﻣـﻲ روﻧـﺪ .ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ .دﺳـﺘﻪ اي از
ﻣﻴﻜﺮوﺑﻬﺎي ﺗﺎزه ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ دﭼﺎرش ﻣﻲ ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ و ﺑـﺮاي
ﻣﺪﺗﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻫﺮﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻴﻤﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺳﺮﻣﺎﺧﻮردﮔﻲ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺷﺪ .او آﻧﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﻮﺗﻴﻚ را ﻗﻄﻊ ﻛـﺮد
و ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﺑﻪ ﮔﻴﺠﻲ زﻣﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪ).
اﻳﻦ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ درﺑﺎره آﻧﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﻮﺗﻴﻚ ﻳﺎ ﻗﺎﻃﻲ
ﺷﺪن ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد (.اﺷﺘﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺧﻮب ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ از
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻨﺶ در آﻓﺘﺎب ﻟﺬت ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .و داﺷﺖ ﭼﻨﺪ دوﺳﺖ ﭘﻴﺪا
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ.
اﮔﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺟﻮاب ﺑﺪﻫﻨﺪ .ﻣﺮدﻣﻲ
ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻄﻮر ﺟﻤﻌﻲ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﺎﺳﺒﻲ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪ ،ﻫﻤﺴﺎﻳﮕﺎن ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ
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ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ در آن اﻃﺮاف زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄـﻮر ﺧـﻮد اﻳﻨﻬـﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ اﻏﻠﺐ ﺑﺪون ﻫـﻴﭻ ﺧﺒـﺮي ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ ،ﺗـﺼﻮر ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺴﺎﻓﺮﺗﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺣﺎﻻ رﻓﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ ،اﺳﻜﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺟﺎي ﺟـﺎي دﺳـﺖ در ﭘـﺸﺖ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﻜﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد .وﻗﺘﻴﻜـﻪ ﺧﻮرﺷـﻴﺪ ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ،
آﺳﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﺑﺮ اﻓﻖ روﺳﺘﺎ ﺑﺎﻗﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ دﺳﺘﻪ اي از ﻟﺒﻪ ﻫﺎي آﺑـﻲ ﻳـﺦ ﺑﺮﺟـﺎ ﻧﻬـﺎده
اﺳﺖ .ﺳـﭙﺲ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ي ﺗﺎرﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺎز ﻣـﻲ ﮔـﺸﺖ.
ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ،ﺷـﺎﻣﺶ را آﻣـﺎده
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد.
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻻ ﺷﺎم را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ آﻣﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻳﻜﻲ از آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪﻧﻲ درﺳﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و دﻳﮕﺮي آﺗﺶ راه ﻣﻲ اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ .و
از اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎرﺷﺎن ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ) ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي در راﺑﻄﻪ ﺑﺎ
ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌﺎت روي ﮔﺮﮔﻬﺎي ﻗﻄﺒﻲ ﺑﻮﻳﮋه ﮔﺮگ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺑﻨـﺎم ﻓـﻦ
رﻳﺮ 22ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ اودﻳﻦ 23را ﺑﻠﻌﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﭘﺎﻳﺎن دﻧﻴـﺎ را
ﻫﻢ( و ﻧﻴﺰ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷـﺖ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧـﺪ و ﭼﻴـﺰي
درﺑﺎره آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ در روزﻫﺎي ﺑﺎﻫﻢ ﺑﻮدنِ ﺟﺪا از
ﻫﻢ ﺷﺎن .و اﻳﻦ زﻧﺪه ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻪ ي زﻣﺎن ﺑﺎ ﻫـﻢ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺸﺎن
ﺑﻮد اﮔﺮﭼﻪ ﭘﻨﺞ ﺷﺶ دﻗﻴﻘﻪ ﺗﻤﺎس ﺻﻤﻴﻤﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻓﻴﺰﻳﻜﻲ ﻧﻴـﺰ
22
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ﺗﺎ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ ،ﻣﻴﺎن ﺷﺎن ﺑـﻮد .ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ﺑﻪ راﺑﻄﻪ ﺟﻨﺴﻲ اﻏﻠﺐ ﻗﻄﻊ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎوراﻧﺪﻧـﺸﺎن
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز راﺑﻄﻪ ي ﺟﻨﺴﻲ ﺗﻤﺎم ﻧﺸﺪه اﺳﺖ.
ﺧﻮاب دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﻫﻤﻜﺎراﻧﺶ ﻧﺸﺎن داده
ﺑﻮد .ﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﻮد از ﻫﻢ اﺗﺎﻗﻲ دﺧﺘﺮش ﻛﻪ ﻣـﺪﺗﻬﺎ ﺑـﻮد ﺑـﻪ او
ﻓﻜــﺮ ﻧﻜــﺮده ﺑــﻮد و ﻳــﻚ ﺟــﻮر ﺑــﺪﺧﻮاﻫﻲ و ﻣﻘــﺪس ﻧﻤــﺎﻳﻲ
ﺑﺮﺧﻮردي ﻧﺎﻟﻪ ﻛﻨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .دﺧﺘﺮ ،ﺧﻮدش ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ
او را آراﺳﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ و ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ دﺧﺘﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﻫﻴﺎﻫﻮ و ﺟﻨﺠﺎل داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ و ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺤﺎل ﺧﻮدش ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﺗﺎ ﺧﻮدﻛﺸﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻛـﺎري ﻛـﻪ
ﻃﻲ ﻳﻚ ﻧﺎﻣﻪ ﻋﻤﺪا ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ اﻧﺠﺎﻣﺶ
داده اﺳﺖ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﻫﻤﻜﺎران ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳـﻚ دوﺳـﺖ ،ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮده
ﺑﻮد .او ﻳﻜﻲ از آن ﺷﻮﻫﺮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اوﻟﻴﻦ ﻛـﺴﻲ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮاواﺗﺶ را دور ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪازد و ﺧﺎﻧﻪ را ﺗﺮك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ
و روي ﻛﻒ اﺗﺎق ﺑﺮ روي ﺗﺸﻜﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻌﺸﻮﻗﻪ ي ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ
اداره ﺷﺎن ،ﻛﻼﺳﻬﺎﺷﺎن ،ﮔﻞ آﻟﻮد و ﺑـﻮي دارو ي ﺑﺨـﻮر ﻣـﻲ
داد ،ﺣﺎل ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﺒﻬﻤﻲ داﺷﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ:ﺧﻨﺪه ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .او ﺑـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛـﺮد او
داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻨﺪﻳﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ اﮔﺮ ﺑﺠﺎي ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮدم ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را آﻣﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدم.
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از اﻳﻨﺮو ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ دﺳﺖ از ﻛﺎر ﻛـﺸﻴﺪه ﺑـﺮاي دﻳـﺪن ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻴﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ ،رﻓﺖ .ﻣﻴﺪاﻟﻴﻚ ﻗﺪﻳﻤﻲ اﻣﺎ ﺑﺠﺎي آن ﺳﺮ از ﺳـﺎﻟﻦ
ﺳﺨﻨﺮاﻧﻲ در آورد .ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ در آﻧﺠﺎ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ او ﺑﻮد ﺑﻴﺎﻳﺪ و ﺑﻪ
ﻛﻼﺳﺶ درس دﻫﺪ .و در آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ،ﺑﻠﻨﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ردﻳـﻒ ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ
ودﺳﺘﻪ اي از زﻧﺎن ﺟﻮان ﺑﺎ ﭼـﺸﻤﺎن ﺳـﺮد ﻫﻤـﻪ در ﻟﺒـﺎس
ﮔﺸﺎد ﺳﻴﺎه و ﻋﺰا داراﻧﻪ ،ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎه ﻧﮕﺎه ﻏـﻢ اﻧﮕﻴﺰﺷـﺎن را از او
ﺑﺮﻧﻤﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ و ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ،آﻧﺎن اﺷﺎره وار
و ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻦ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﻤﻲ دادﻧﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در اوﻟﻴﻦ ردﻳﻒ ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻲ ﻣﺰاﺣﻤﺖ" .اوف " ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔـﺖ.
دﺧﺘﺮﻫﺎ در آن ﺳﻦ و ﺳـﺎل ﻫﺮﺟـﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔﺘﻨـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ
ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺧﻮاﻫﻨﺪ ﻛﺸﺖ.
ﺧﻮد را از ﺧﻴﺎل در آورد .ﻗﺮﺻﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﺧﻮرد و ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ
واﻗﻌﻲ را از ﻏﻴﺮ واﻗﻌﻲ ﺟﺪا ﻛﺮد.
ﻧﺎﻣــﻪ اي ﺑــﻮد و ﻛﻠﻤــﻪ " ﻣــﻮش ﺻــﺤﺮاﻳﻲ" ﺑــﺮ رﻧــﮓ درِ
دﻓﺘﺮِﻛﺎرش ﭘﺪﻳﺪار ﺷﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺷـﺪ ﻛـﻪ دﺧﺘـﺮي از
ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎدﺛﻪ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﺎ او آﺳـﻴﺐ دﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﻫﻤـﺎن
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ در ﺧﻴﺎل دﻳـﺪه ﺑـﻮد را ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ﺑـﻮد .ﻫﻤﻜـﺎرش در
ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ در آن ﻣﺎﺟﺮا ﻧﺒﻮد .و ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ ﺧﻮدﻛﺸﻲ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ در واﻗﻊ ﺗﻮﻫﻴﻦ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد.
در واﻗﻊ او ﺑﻪ آﺳﺎﻧﻲ ﭘﻴﺎده ﺷﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻗﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدي ﭼـﻪ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮ ﻳﻚ زن و ﺷﻮﻫﺮ ﭼﻨـﺪ ﺳـﺎل ﺑﻌـﺪ آﻣـﺪه
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .وﻟﻲ ﺣﺮف زده ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد .ﺷﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﺮد ،اﻧﮕـﺸﺖ ﻧﻤـﺎ
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ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻨﺪ دﻋﻮت ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﺟﺸﻦ ﺳﺎل
ﻧﻮ را ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﮔﺬراﻧﺪﻧﺪ .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﺴﺖ ﺷﺪ و ﺑﻲ دﻟﻴﻞ ﺧـﺪا
را ﺷﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺪون اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻛﻮﺗﺎﻫﻲ اي در اﻋﺘﺮاف ﻣـﺬﻫﺒﻲ
داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .او ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺗﺎزه اي را ﻗﻮل داد.
در ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺠﺎﻳﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻪ اي ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪه ﻛﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻳﻚ زﻧﺒﺎره) اﮔﺮ
زﻧﺒﺎرﮔﻲ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺧﻮد را
ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد -او ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﻤﻲ از ﭼﻴﺮﮔﻲ ﻣﺮدي را ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮد
را در ﺧﻮاب ﺳﺮزﻧﺶ ﻛﻨﺪ ( در ﮔﻴﺮِ ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي دﺳﺖ و دﻟﺒﺎزاﻧـﻪ
و ﺣﺘﻲ ﻗﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﺷﺪن ،ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .او ﭼﻨﺪﻳﻦ ﺑﺎر ﺑـﻪ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺖ زﻧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﻳﻚ زن ﻣﻴﺪان داده ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻨﻨﺪﮔﻲ اش ﺣﺴﻲ ﺗﺎﺛﻴﺮﭘـﺬﻳﺮ
ﻳﺎ دﻟﺮﺣﻤﻲ ﺑـﺴﻴﺎر داده ﺑـﻮد .ﺑـﻴﺶ از ﻫـﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺣﺲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨـﻚ آﻧﻬـﺎ را در
ﺧﻮد ﻳﻚ ﺳﻮء اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺷﺪن ،رﻧﺠﻴﺪن و ﺑﻬﺮه ﺑﺮداري ﺷﺪن و
وﻳﺮان ﺷﺪن ِ ارج و اﻋﺘﺒﺎرش ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .و ﭼﻨـﺎن ﻓﺮﻳﺒﻨـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ -،اﻟﺒﺘﻪ او داﺷﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ او
ﻏﻴﺮ آﻧﭽﻪ ﻛﻪ دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﺎﻫﻤﺴﺮاﻧﺸﺎن اﻧﺠﺎم ﻣﻲ دادﻧﺪ ،ا اﻧﺠـﺎم
داده ﺑﻮد و ﺗـﺮﻛﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد؟ او ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ ﺑـﻪ ﭼﻨـﺎن ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻧﻴﺎﻧﺪﻳﺸﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﻋﺸﻘﺒﺎزي ي ﺑﺎ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﻣﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد.
او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ از ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ ﺷـﺐ دور ﻧﻤﺎﻧـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .ﻧـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘـﻪ اي در ﺳﺎﻧﻔﺮاﻧﺴﻴـﺴﻜﻮ ﻳـﺎ در ﻳـﻚ ﺑـﺎر در
ﺟﺰﻳﺮه ﻣﺎﻧﻴﺘﻮﻟﻴﻦ 24ﺑﮕﺬراﻧﺪ ،داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ.
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او ﺑﺮاﺣﺘﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﻣﺴﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺑﻪ اﻧﺘﺸﺎر ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﻫـﺎ
ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮداﺧﺖ و ﺑﻪ ﻛﻤﻴﺘﻪ ﻫﺎ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﺳـﻮاﺑﻖ ﻛـﺎري
اش را ﻣﻲ ﺳﺎﺧﺖ .او ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺑﻪ روﺳﺘﺎ ﺑﺮود و ﻧﺠﺎري و زﻧﺒﻮرداري ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
اﻣﺎ ﮔﺎه دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻳﻨﻬﺎ ،ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي روي ﻣﻲ
داد .او ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺎ ﺣﻘﻮق ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﮕﻲ ي ﻛﻢ ،زودﺗﺮ ﺗﺮ از وﻗﺖ،
ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﻛﺮد .ﭘﺪر ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﭘﺲ از ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﺳﺮﮔﺮداﻧﻲ و رواﻗﻲ ﺑﺎ
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑﺰرگ ،ﻣﺮد .و ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﻫـﺮ دوﺗـﺎي آن
ﻣﻠﻚ و ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ي روﺳﺘﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرش در آن ﺑﺰرگ ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻮد،
ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺳﺎﺣﻞ ﺟﺮﺟﻴﺎ را ارث ﺑﺮد.
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ي ﺗﺎزه اي ﺑﻮد .او و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻛـﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ.
اﺳﻜﻲ روي ﭼﻤﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ اﺟﺘﻤﺎﻋﻲ ﭼﻨﺪاﻧﻲ ﻧﺒﻮد
اﻣﺎ ﺑﺘﺪرﻳﺞ ﭼﻨﺪ دوﺳـﺖ ﭘﻴـﺪا ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .از ﻻس زدﻧﻬـﺎي آزار
دﻫﻨﺪه ﺧﺒﺮي ﻧﺒﻮد .اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎن ﻋﺮﻳﺎن ﭘﺎي زﻧﺎﻧﻪ اي ،ﺑﻪ ﮔﺎه ﺷﺎم
ﺧﻮردن در ﺷﻠﻮار ﻣﺮدي ﻧﻤﻲ رﻓﺖ .زن از دﺳـﺖ دادﻧﻬـﺎ ،در
ﻛﺎر ﻧﺒﻮد) ﺟﺪاﻳﻲ =ﻃﻼق ﻧﺒﻮد-م(
درﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ ﺑﻮد .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻨﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ
از ﺣﺲ ﺑﻲ ﻋﺪاﻟﺘﻲ ﻛﺎﺳﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻓﻤﻴﻨﻴﺴﺘﻬﺎ و ﺷﺎﻳﺪ دﺧﺘﺮ
اﺑﻠﻪ ﻏﻤﮕﻴﻦ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮد را و ﺑﺰدﻟﻲ اش را ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﺜـﻞ دوﺳـﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻧﺎﻣﻴﺪ او را درﺳﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﻣﻮﻗـﻊ ﺑـﻪ ﺑﻴـﺮون ﻛـﺸﻴﺪن ﺳـﻮق
دادﻧﺪ .از ﻳﻚ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﺑﻪ درد ﺳﺮﻫﺎي زﻳﺎدي ﺑـﻴﺶ
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از آﻧﭽﻪ ﻣﻲ ارزﻳﺪ ،ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ،دور ﺷﺪ .و آن ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻪ اﻧـﺪازه
ي از دﺳﺖ دادن ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ داﺷﺖ.
ﺻﺒﺢ روزي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ دﻳﺪار ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ "ﻣﻴﺪاو
 ﻟﻴﻚ " ﺑﺮود،ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺻـﺒﺢ زود از ﺧـﻮاب ﺑﺮﺧﺎﺳـﺖ .ﺗـﻨﺶﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ ﺗﻴﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ روزﻫﺎي دور در ﺑﺎﻣﺪادي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي
ﻧﺨﺴﺘﻴﻦ دﻳﺪار ﺑﺎ زﻧﻲ ﺗﺎزه ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .ﺣﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺑـﺮاي
ﺳﻜﺲ ﻧﺒﻮد) ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دﻳﺪارﻫﺎ ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﺷﺪ ،ﺳﻜﺲ ﻫﻤﻪ
ي آن ﺑﻮد (.اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻳﻚ ﻛﺸﻒ ﺑـﻮد .ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒـﺎ ﺑـﺴﻂ دادن ﻳـﻚ
ﺣﺲ روﺣﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﻤﺮوﻳﻲ ،ﻓﺮوﺗﻨﻲ ،ﻫـﺸﺪار ،ﻧﻴـﺰ
ﺑﻮد.
زﻣﺎن آب ﺷﺪن ﺑﺮﻓﻬﺎ ﺑﻮد .اﻧﺒﻮﻫﻲ از ﺑﺮف رﻫﺎ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد اﻣـﺎ
ﭼﺸﻢ اﻧﺪازه ﺑﺸﺪت ﺧﻴﺮه ﻛﻨﻨﺪه اواﻳﻞ زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﻓـﺮو رﻳﺨﺘـﻪ
ﺑﻮد .و اﻳﻦ ﭘﺸﺘﻪ ﻫﺎي ور آﻣﺪه زﻳﺮ ﻳـﻚ آﺳـﻤﺎن ﺧﺎﻛـﺴﺘﺮي
ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد ﻛـﻪ دﺷـﺖ را ﭘـﺲ ﻣـﻲ زد .در اﻳـﻦ ﺷـﻬﺮ،
ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﻣﻴﺪاو-ﻟﻴﻚ ،او ﻣﻐﺎزه ﮔﻞ ﻓﺮوﺷﻲ دﻳﺪ و ﻳـﻚ دﺳـﺘﻪ
ﮔﻞِ ﺑﺰرگ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ .ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎه ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻞ ﻧﺪاده ﺑﻮد .ﻳـﺎ
ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺲ دﻳﮕﺮ ﻫﻢ .او ﺑﺎ اﻣﻴﺪ ﻳﻚ ﻋﺎﺷﻖ ﻣﺎﻳﻮس ﻳﺎ ﺷﻮﻫﺮ
ﮔﻨﺎﻫﻜﺎري
در ﻛﺎرﺗﻦ) ﻓﻴﻠﻤﻬﺎي ﻧﻘﺎﺷﻲ-م( وارد ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﺷﺪ.
"آه ،ﮔﻠﻬﺎي ﻧﺮﮔﺲ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ زودي" -ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﺎﻧﺲ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻜﺒﺎر در ﻋﻤﺮت اﺗﻔﺎق ﻣﻲ اﻓﺘﺪ ،داﺷﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﻲ.
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ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ از ﻃﻮل راﻫﺮو ﭘﻴﺸﺎﭘﻴﺶ او رﻓﺖ و ﺑﺮ روﺷﻨﺎي ﻧﻮﻋﻲ
ﻣﻴﺰﻏﺬاﺧﻮري ﻗﺮار داد .ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜـﻪ او دﻧﺒـﺎل ﻳـﻚ ﮔﻠـﺪان ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﺸﺖ .ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ زن ﺑﺴﻴﺎر ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﺑـﻪ
ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰش ﻛﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ ،ﻧﻤـﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ ﺑﺠـﺰ
ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ .ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑﻠﻮﻧﺪ و اﻧﺒﻮه ﺑﻮد .ﺗﻤﺎﻣﻲ آن ﭘﻒ ﺷﺪه ﺑـﻪ
ﺳﺒﻚ ﭘﻴﺸﺨﺪﻣﺘﻬﺎي ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻮﻛﺘﻴﻞ ﻳﺎ رﻗﺎﺻﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻋﺮﻳـﺎن
در ﭼﻨﺎن ﭼﻬﺮه و ﺑﺪن ﻛﺎري ،ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد.
او ﮔﻔﺖ:آﻧﺠﺎ.
و ﺑﺎ ﺗﻜﺎن دادن ﺳﺮ ﺗﻪ راﻫﺮو را ﺑﻪ او ﻧﺸﺎن داد " اﺳﻢ ،درﺳﺖ
روي در اﺳﺖ"
از اﻳﻦ ﻗﺮار ،او ﭘﻼك ﻳﻚ اﺳﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺗﺰﻳﻴﻦ ﭘﺮﻧﺪه اي آﺑـﻲ ﺑـﻮد.
ﻣﺘﻌﺠﺐ ﻣﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﺑﺰﻧﺪﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ .وﻟﻲ در زد .ﺳـﭙﺲ در را
ﺑﺎز ﻛﺮد و ﻧﺎم او را ﺻﺪا زد.
آﻧﺠﺎ ﻧﺒﻮد .در ﻛﻤﺪ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﺗﺨﺘﺨـﻮاب ﻣﺮﺗـﺐ ﺑـﻮد.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻨﺎر ﻣﻴﺰ ﻧﺒﻮد ﺑﺠﺰ ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ي دﺳﺘﻤﺎل ﻛﺎﻏـﺬي و ﻳـﻚ
ﻟﻴﻮان آب .ﻧﻪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﻳﻚ داﻧﻪ ﻋﻜﺲ ﻳﺎ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﻮدﻛﻲ ،ﻧﻪ
ﻛﺘﺎب ﻧﻪ ﻣﺠﻠﻪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در ﮔﻨﺠـﻪ ﻧﮕـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
داﺷﺖ.
ﺑﻪ ﻗﺴﻤﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﭘﺮﺳـﺘﺎران ،ﻛـﺎر اداري ﺷـﺎن را ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ،
ﺑﺮﮔﺸﺖ .ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﺑـﺎ ﺣﺎﻟـﺖ ﭘﺮﺳـﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي ﮔﻔـﺖ :ﻧـﻪ؟" ﺑـﺎ
ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ اي ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺑﺎري ﺑـﻪ ﻫـﺮ ﺟﻬـﺖ اﺳـﺖ .او از
ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺘﻦ ﮔﻞ ﺧﻮد داري ﻛـﺮد .ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ :او ﻛـﻲ او
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ﻛــﻲ -او ﻛــﻲ ،o.k.o.k.دﺳــﺘﻪ ﮔــﻞ را ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠــﺎ ﺑﮕــﺬار .آه
ﻛﺸﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ي ﺗـﺎزه ﺑـﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳـﻪ رﻓﺘـﻪ ي ﻋﻘـﺐ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪه اي را در روز ﻧﺨﺴﺖ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ اش راﻫﻨﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ ،او را
ﺑﻄﺮف ﺳﺎﻟﻦ ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻮرﮔﻴﺮﻫﺎﻳﻲ داﺷﺖ و ﻣﺤـﻞ ﻣﻼﻗـﺎت
ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﻧـﺸﺎن داد .ﭼﻨـﺪ ﻧﻔـﺮ در ﻃـﻮل دﻳـﻮار ﺑـﺮوي
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ راﺣﺘﻲ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .دﻳﮕـﺮ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﻣﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻒ
ﺳﺎﻟﻦ ﻗﺮار داﺷﺘﻨﺪ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﺪاﻣﺸﺎن ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻴﻤـﺎر ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻧﻤـﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﭘﻴﺮ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻫـﻢ ﻧـﺎﺗﻮان روي
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار اﻣﺎ ﻣﺘـﻴﻦ ،ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .ﺑﻌـﻀﻲ ﺟﺎﻫـﺎي
دﻟﮕﻴﺮ ﻫﻢ داﺷﺖ وﻗﺘﻲ او و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ دﻳﺪار آﻗﺎي ﻓﺮاﻧﻜﻮﻫﺮ ﻣﻲ
رﻓﺘﻨﺪ .رﻳﺶ روي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ي ﭘﻴﺮزﻧﻲ ،ﺑﺮﺧﻲ آدﻣﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎي
ﺑﺮآﻣﺪه ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ آﻟﻮي ﭘﻮﺳﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ اﺷـﻚ از آن
ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﺳﺮﺷﺎن ﻣﻲ ﺟﻨﺒﻴﺪ .دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﺣﺮف زدن .ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﺑﮕﻮﻧﻪ اي ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻠﻔﻬﺎي ﻫﺮز در ﺑﺪﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺷـﻜﻞ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻛﻨﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ؟ ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاي ﻣﻼﻳﻢ
ﺗﺮي ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ .ﺑﺎﻻ ﺑﺮو و ﺳﻼم ﺑﮕﻮ وﻟﻲ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﻦ او را ﻧﭙﺮاﻧـﻲ.
ﺑﺮو.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﺑﺼﻮرت ﻧﻴﻢ رخ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺰدﻳـﻚ ﻳـﻚ ﻣﻴـﺰ ﻛـﺎرت
ﺑﺎزي ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎزي ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺑﺎ ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﺑﺎد ﻛﺮده ﺑﻨﻈﺮ
ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ .ﭼﺮﺑﻲ ﻧﺎﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ اي ﺑﺮوي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ﻛـﻪ در ﮔﻮﺷـﻪ ي
دﻫﺎﻧﺶ ﭘﻨﻬﺎن ﺑﻮد .ﺑﻪ ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻧﺒﻮد .او در ﺣﺎل ﻧﮕـﺎه
ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻪ ورق ﺑﺎزي ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎرش ﻗﺮارداﺷـﺖ ،ﺑـﻮد .آن
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ﻣﺮد ورﻗﻬﺎ را ﺟﻮري ﻧﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻋﻨـﻮان آن را ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﺰ ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺷـﺪ ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ
ﺳﺮﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮد و او را دﻳﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺳﺮﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ي آﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ دور ﻣﻴﺰ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺑﺎ ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻲ دﻟﺨﻮراﻧﻪ ﺳﺮﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ ﺳﺮﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﻪ ﺑﺎزي ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ
اﻧﮕﺎر ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي ﭘﻴﺶ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ .اﻣـﺎ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ،ﻟﺒﺨﻨـﺪي ﺑـﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﻨﺪ ،ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪي ﺷﺮﻣﮕﻴﻦ ،آب زﻳﺮﻛـﺎه ،و ﻣﻬﺮﺑـﺎن ﺑﺮﻟﺒـﺎﻧﺶ
ﻧﺸﺴﺖ .ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﻛﻨﺎر ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ و ﺑﻄـﺮﻓﺶ آﻣـﺪ و اﻧﮕـﺸﺖ در
دﻫﺎن ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ " .ﺑﺮﻳﺞ" ) ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺑﺎزي-م( ،زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﻛﺮد .ﻋﻤﻴﻘﺎ
ﺟﺪي .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﺑﺪاﺧﻼﻗﻨﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ او را ﺑﻄـﺮف ﻣﻴـﺰ ﻗﻬـﻮه
ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .ﻣﻦ ﺑﻴﺎد دارم ﻛﻪ ﮔـﺎﻫﻲ ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ آﻧﻬـﺎ در ﻛـﺎﻟﺞ ﺑـﻮدم.
دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻢ و ﻣﻦ از ﻛﻼس در ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻴﻢ و در اﺗﺎق ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻲ ﻣﻲ
ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻴﻢ و ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪﻳﻢ و ﺟﻮري ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ
اﻧﮕﺎر ﮔﻠﻮﻳﻤﺎن ﭘﺎره ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي دوﺳﺖ داري ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ
ﺑﻴﺎورم؟ ﻳﻚ ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﭼﺎي؟ﻗﻬﻮه ،اﻳﻨﺠﺎ زﻳﺎد ﻃﺎﻟﺐ ﻧﺪارد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﭼﺎي ﻧﻨﻮﺷﻴﺪ.
او ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را دور او ﺑﻴﺎﻧـﺪازد .ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻫﻤﭽـﻮن
ﺻﺪا و ﻟﺒﺨﻨـﺪش آﺷـﻨﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ آﻣـﺪ ﻫﻤﭽﻨﺎﻧﻜـﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ.
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ او را از ﻣﺰاﺣﻤﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﺑﺎزﻛﻨـﺎن –
ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ او را از ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪي ﺑﺎزﻳﻜﻨﺎن دور ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد – اﻳﻦ
ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دﺳﺖ اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻦ ﺑـﻪ دور او را ﻧـﺎﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻣـﻲ
ﺳﺎﺧﺖ.

٢۶

٢٧

ﺑﺮاﻳﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻣﻘﺪار ﮔﻞ ﺧﺮﻳﺪم .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ
ﮔﻠﻬﺎ اﺗﺎق ﺗﺮا روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .رﻓﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎق ﺗﻮ اﻣـﺎ ﺗـﻮ آﻧﺠـﺎ
ﻧﺒﻮدي.
" ﺧﻮب ﻧﻪ" ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻣﻦ اﻳﻨﺠﺎﻳﻢ .دوﺑﺎره ﺑـﻪ ﺑـﺎزي روي
ﻣﻴﺰ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :دوﺳﺖ ﺗﺎزه اي ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮدي .ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﻛﻨـﺎر
او ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اﺷﺎره ﻛﺮد .اﻳﻦ ﻣﻮﻗﻊ آن ﻣـﺮد ﺑـﻪ ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺳـﺮ
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد.
او اوﺑﺮي 25ﺳﺖ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﮔﻔـﺖ .ﺧﻨـﺪه دار اﻳـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻛـﻪ او
ﺳﺎﻟﻬﺎي ﺳﺎل اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳﻢ .او در ﻣﻐﺎزه اﺑﺰار و وﺳﺎﻳﻞ
دﻳﮕﺮ ،ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرﮔﻢ از آن ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
او و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﺷﻮﺧﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدﻳﻢ و او ﻫـﻴﭻ وﻗـﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺟﻮري ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ از ﻣﻦ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ .ﺗﺎ
آﺧﺮﻳﻦ آﺧﺮ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ اي ﻛﻪ او ﻣﺮا ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮپ ﺑﺎزي ﺑﺮد .اﻣﺎ وﻗﺘﻴﻜﻪ
ﺗﻤﺎم ﺷﺪ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرﮔﻢ ﭘﻴﺪا ﺷﺪ و ﻣﺮا ﺑﺨﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮد .ﻣﻦ ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪار
ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرگ رﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدم .ﺑـﻪ دﻳـﺪار ﭘـﺪرﺑﺰرگ و
ﻣﺎدرﺑﺰرﮔﻢ ﻛﻪ در ﻳﻚ ﻣﺰرﻋﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
" ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﭘﺪرﺑﺰرگ و ﻣﺎدرﺑﺰرﮔﺖ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻛﺮدﻳﻢ.
" واﻗﻌﺎ؟" ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
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ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﺶ ﺑﻪ او ﻧﺒﻮد .ﭼﻮن ﻣﺮدي ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺎ ورق ﺑـﺎزي ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد ،ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ را ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﻮي وي ﻛـﺮده ﺑـﻮد ﻧـﻪ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ
ﺧﻮاﻫﺶ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ دﺳﺘﻮر داد .او ﻣﺮدي ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺳﻦ
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻮد .ﻳـﺎ ﻛﻤـﻲ ﻣـﺴﻦ ﺗـﺮ .ﻣﻮﻫـﺎي ﭘـﺮ ﭘـﺸﺖ ﺳـﻔﻴﺪ
ﭘﺮﻳﺸﺎﻧﺶ ﺑﺮ ﭘﻴﺸﺎﻧﻲ او  ،و ﭘﻮﺳﺘﺶ ﻣﺜﻞ ﭼﺮم ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤـﻮد ﻛـﻪ
رﻧﮓ ﭘﺮﻳﺪﮔﻲ آن ﺑﻪ زردي /ﺳﻔﻴﺪي ﻣﻲ زد ﻣﺜـﻞ دﺳـﺘﻜﺶ
ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭼﻴﻦ و ﭼﺮوك داﺷﺖ .ﺻﻮرت ﻛﺸﻴﺪه اش ﺑـﺎ وﻗـﺎر و
آرام ﺑﻮد وﭼﻴﺰي داﺷﺖ ﺷﺒﻴﻪ زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ،ﻗﺪرت ،ﺧﻴﺮه ﻛﻨﻨﺪﮔﻲ
اﺳﺒﻲ دﻳﺮﺳﺎل ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻣﻲ
داد ،دﻟﺴﺮد ﻛﻨﻨﺪه ﻧﺒﻮد.
ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدم .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
ﻟﻜﻪ ﻫﺎي ﺳﺮخ ﺗﺎزه اي ﺑﺮ ﺻﻮرت ﺗﺎزه ﭼﺎق ﺷﺪه اش ﭘﺪﻳـﺪار
ﺑﻮد .او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ ﺑﺪون ﻣﻦ ﻛـﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ
ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ،ﺑﺎزي ﻛﻨﺪ .اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ .آن ﺑﺎزي را دﻳﮕﺮ ﺧﻮب ﻧﻤـﻲ
داﻧﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﺗﺮا ﻫﻢ اﻛﻨـﻮن ﺗـﺮك ﻛـﻨﻢ ،ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ ﺧـﻮدت را
ﺳﺮﮔﺮم ﻛﻨﻲ؟ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻮ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﺑﺮﺳـﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺧـﻮدت
ﺗﻌﺠﺐ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ ﭼﻪ زود ﺑﻪ آن ﻋﺎدت ﻛـﺮده
اي .ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻨﺪ .ﺑﺠـﺰ آﻧﻬـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﭘﺸﺖ اﺑﺮ ﻧﺎﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ اﻧﺪ .ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﺗﻮ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻲ از
ﻫﻤﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮا ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﻨﺪ ﭼﻪ
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ.
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ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺧﻮدرا ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﭼﻴﺰي در ﮔﻮش
اوﺑﺮي ﮔﻔﺖ .دﺳﺘﺶ را ﻃﻮري دور ﮔﻮﺷﺶ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻧﺸﻨﻮد .ﺑﻌﺪ ﻫﻢ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﺻﻠﻦ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ؟
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷﺖ ﺟـﻮك ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ.
ﻣﺜﻞ او ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻧﺒﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺧﻮد را ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﮔﻢ ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
ﺑﺎ آن ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ ﻧﺎﺷﻴﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ در آﺧﺮ ﻛﺮد .ﻃﻮري ﺑﺎ او ﺻﺤﺒﺖ
ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﺗﺎزه واردي ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ .اﮔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻈﺎﻫﺮ
ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺗﻮ او را ﺷﺎﻳﺪ در ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈـﻪ ي ﺑـﺪ ،ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻲ.
ﻗﺎﻃﻲ ﺑﺎزي ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ":او ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎزي ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد".
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ" :ﺧﻮب ،وﻟﻲ دوﺳﺘﺶ ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .اوﺑﺮي".
"اﮔﺮ اﻳﻨﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ ،اوﺑﺮي ﻛﻴﺴﺖ؟"
" اوﺑﺮي ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ دارد ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .دوﺳﺖ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ .آب
ﻣﻴﻮه دوﺳﺖ داري؟"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺳﺮش را ﺗﻜﺎن داد.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ " :اوه ﺑﺒﻴﻦ /آﻧﻬﺎ اﻳﻦ ﭘﻴﻮﻧـﺪﻫﺎ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ اﻧـﺪ.
ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﻃـﻮل ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﺪ .ﮔﺰﻳﻨـﻪ ﻛـﺮدن ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﺑﻬﺘـﺮﻳﻦ
دوﺳﺘﺎن .ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از ﻳﻚ دوره اﺳﺖ".
" ﻣﻨﻈﻮرت اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ واﻗﻌـﺎ ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺪ ﻣـﻦ ﻛـﻪ
ﻫﺴﺘﻢ؟"
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"ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻧﺪاﻧﺪ .ﻧﻪ اﻣﺮوز .ﻓﺮدا ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳـﺖ .ﻛـﺴﻲ ﭼـﻪ
ﻣﻲ داﻧﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ؟ ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ دﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺟﻮر اﺳﺖ ،ﻳﻚ
ﺑﺎر ﺑﺮاي ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي آﻣﺪه اي اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .ﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴـﺮي ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺟﺪي ﻧﮕﻴﺮي .ﻳﺎد ﺑﮕﻴﺮ ﻛﻪ روز ﺑﻪ روز ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ اش.
روز ﻫﺎ از ﭘﻲ ﻫﻢ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ واﻗﻌﺎ ﻧﻪ ﺑﺪ ﻧﻪ ﺧﻮب،
ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻴﻮه اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻋـﺎدت ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻋـﺎدت ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .اﻣﺎ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﻪ ﻋﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ ﻣﺮاﺟﻌﻪ ﻛﻨﻨﺪه داﺋﻤﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻼﻗﺔ
وﻳﮋه اي ﺑﻪ او داﺷﺖ .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﻌﻨﻮان ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻳـﺔ
ﻧﺎﺧﻮﺷﺎﻳﻨﺪي ﺳﺖ و ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از آن ﭘﺮﻫﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد .ﻃﺒﻖِ ﻋـﺎدت
دﻳﺮﻳﻦِ ﻣﻮدﺑﺎﻧﻪ اش ،اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ،ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ
ﻫﻤﺎن ﻧﻔﺮ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺎ او ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ آدم ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ﺑﺎﺧﺘـﻪ
اي ﺑﻮد ﺑﺎ ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ از ﻧﻮع ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد اﺟﺘﻤﺎﻋﻲ رﻓﺘﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻛﻪ
اﻳﻦ رﻓﺘﺎر ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ ﺑﺨﺶ ﺑـﻮد ﭼـﻮن او را از ﭘﺮﺳـﻴﺪن ﺑـﺪﻳﻬﻲ
ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ آﻳﺎ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ او را ﻛـﻪ ﻧﺰدﻳـﻚ ﭘﻨﺠـﺎه ﺳـﺎل
ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﺑﻮد ﺑﻴﺎد ﻣﻲ آورد ؟ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﭼﻨـﻴﻦ
ﭘﺮﺳﺸﻲ او را ﺷﺮﻣﻨﺪه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺷﺮﻣﻨﺪه ﻧﻪ از ﺧﻮد ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ
از ﺧﻮدش ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ اوﺑﺮي ﻧﻤﺎﻳﻨـﺪه ﻣﺤﻠـﻲ ﺷـﺮﻛﺘﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻋﻠﻒ-ﻛُﺶ " ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ آن" ﺑﻪ ﻛـﺸﺎورزان ﻣـﻲ
ﻓﺮوﺧﺖ .و ﭘﺲ از آن وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﻫﻨﻮز ﭘﻴـﺮ ﻧﺒـﻮد ﻳـﺎ ﺣﺘـﻲ
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ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﻧﺸﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ اداﻣﻪ داد ،او از ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﻧﺎرﺳﺎﻳﻲ)
آﺳﻴﺐ – م( ﻏﻴﺮﻣﻌﻤﻮل رﻧﺞ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد.
ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ از او ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ در ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﻣﺮاﻗﺒـﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد .او اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﺮاي ﻣﺪت اﺿـﻄﺮاري ﺑـﻪ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﺳـﭙﺮد ﺗـﺎ
ﻧﻔﺴﻲ ﺗﺎزه ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺧﻮاﻫﺮش ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﻓﻠﻮرﻳﺪا ﺑﺮود.
ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ ،زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺳﺨﺘﻲ داﺷﺖ ،ﺗﻮ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻧـﺪاري ﻛـﻪ
ﻣﺮدي ﻣﺜﻞ او ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﺸﻮد .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﺎزه ﺑـﺮاي ﺗﻌﻄـﻴﻼت ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻣﻲ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ و ﺑﻴﻤﺎري اي ،ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻧﻴﺶ ﺣﺸﺮه اي ،ﺑﺎﻋﺚ ﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ
ﺗﺐ ﺗﻨﺪي ﺑﮕﻴﺮد؟ و ﻫﻤﺎن او را ﺑﻪ ﻛﻤﺎ ﺑﺮد و او را ﺑـﻪ روزي
اﻧﺪﺧﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻻ اﺳﺖ.
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻌﺪاز ﻇﻬﺮﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ زن و ﻣﺮد را دور ﻣﻴـﺰ ورق
ﺑﺎزي ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ .اوﺑﺮي دﺳﺘﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺎ اﻧﮕﺸﺘﺎن دراز
داﺷﺖ .ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﻣﺸﻜﻞ ﺑـﻮد ورﻗﻬـﺎﻳﺶ را ردﻳـﻒ ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ
ورﻗﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ ﺟﻮر و ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛﺮد و ﮔﺎه ﺑـﺴﺮﻋﺖ ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد و ورﻗﻬﺎ را ﻃﻮري ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ
ﻳﻚ ورق از دﺳﺘﺎن او در ﻣﻲ رود و زود ﺑﺎ ﺧﻨﺪه ﻋﺬر ﺧﻮاﻫﻲ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .او ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اﺧﻢ ﺷﻮﻫﺮاﻧﻪ ي اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﺪوﻗﺘﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﺸﺘﻲ از ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ روي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ ي اوﺑﺮي ﻛـﺸﻴﺪه ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ .اوﺑﺮي ﺗﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣﻲ داد ﺗﺎ زﻣﺎﻧﻴﻜﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻧﺰد او ﻣـﻲ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪ،
ﻧﺎدﻳﺪه ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
اﻣﺎ ﺑﮕﺬار ﻟﺒﺨﻨﺪ ﺧﻮش آﻣﺪﮔﻮﻳﻲ را ﺑـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑﺰﻧـﺪ .ﺑﮕـﺬار
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ را ﺑﻪ ﻋﻘﺐ ﺑﻜﺸﺪ و ﻳﻚ ﭼـﺎﻳﻲ ﺑـﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﭘﻴـﺸﻨﻬﺎد
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ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺣﻖ ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ در آﻧﺠﺎ را ﭘﺬﻳﺮﻓﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ
و ﭼﻬﺮه ي اوﺑﺮي ﻫﻢ ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ ﻏﻢ اﻧﮕﻴﺰش را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .او
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ورﻗﻬﺎ از دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ روي زﻣـﻴﻦ ﺑﻴﺎﻓﺘﻨـﺪ و
ﺑﺎزي را ﺧﺮاب ﻛﻨﺪ .و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل آﻧﻬﺎ ﺷﻮد و ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ
درﺳﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ رود.
اﮔﺮ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ و اوﺑﺮي دور ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﺮﻳﺞ) ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ ﺑـﺎزي  -م( ﻧﺒﻮدﻧـﺪ،
آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ در ﻃـﻮل ﺳـﺎﻟﻦ ﻗـﺪم ﺑﺰﻧﻨـﺪ ،و اوﺑـﺮي ﺑـﺎ
دﺳﺘﻲ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﺑﺨﻮد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ و ﺑﺎ دﺳﺘﻲ دﻳﮕـﺮ
ﺷﺎﻧﻪ و دﺳﺘﺎن ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را ﻧﻮازش ﻣﻲ داد .ﭘﺮﺳﺘﺎران ﺷﮕﻔﺖ زده
ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ او را از دور ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑـﺎزي
ورق دور ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺮاي رﻓـﺘﻦ از ﺳـﺎﻟﻦ ﻫﻨﺮﻫـﺎي
زﻳﺒﺎ در ﻳﻚ ﺳﺮ ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻤﺎن ﺗﺎ اﺗـﺎق ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳـﻮن در ﺳـﺮ دﻳﮕـﺮ،
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار ﻧﻴﺎز ﺑﻮد.
در ﺳﺎﻟﻦ ﻫﻨﺮﻫﺎ ي زﻳﺒﺎ ،دو ﻧﻔـﺮ ﺧـﻮد را در ﻣﻴـﺎن درﺧﺘـﺎن
ﮔﺮﻣــﺴﻴﺮي ﻛــﻪ ﻧــﺎزك و آﺑــﺪار ﺑﻨﻈــﺮ ﻣــﻲ آﻣﺪﻧــﺪ ،ﻣــﻲ
ﺑﺎﻓﺘﻨﺪ.ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﺒﻴﻪ ﻳﻚ آﻻﭼﻴﻖ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻨﺎﻣﻲ اش.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ در ﻛﻨﺎر دﻳﮕﺮ ﺳﺒﺰاﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ اﻳﺴﺘﺎد و ﺑـﻪ
ﺻﺪاي آﻣﻴﺨﺘﻪ اي از ﺑﺮﮔﻬﺎي ﺧﺸﻚ و ﺻﺪاي ﻧﺮم ﺣﺮف زدن
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ و ﺧﻨﺪه ﻫﺎﻳﺶ ،ﮔـﻮش ﻓـﺮا داد .ﺳـﭙﺲ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺷـﺒﻴﻪ
ﺻﺪاي ﺧﺮﺧﺮ ﺑﻮد .اوﺑﺮي ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ ،اﮔـﺮ ﭼـﻪ
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ آن ﺗُﻦ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪ ﺣﺎﻻ او ﭼﻨﺪ ﻟﻴﭽﺎر ،ﺑﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
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ﻣﻮاﻇﺐ ﺑﺎش .او اﻳﻨﺠﺎﺳﺖ .ﻋﺸﻖ ﻣﻦ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻛﺎري ﻛﺮد ﻛـﻪ دﻳـﺪارﻫﺎﻳﺶ ﺑـﻪ ﭼﻬﺎرﺷـﻨﺒﻪ و ﺷـﻨﺒﻪ
ﺧﻼﺻﻪ ﺷﻮد .ﺷﻨﺒﻪ روز ﺷﻠﻮغ و ﭘﺮﺗﻨﺸﻲ ﺑﻮد .ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﻫﺎ ﺑـﻪ
واﺣﺪﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪﻧﺪ .ﻣﺎدران ﻋﻤﻮﻣﻦ ﻣﺴﺌﻮﻟﻴﺖ داﺷـﺘﻨﺪ .آﻧﻬـﺎ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺻـﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎ را ﻛـﺶ ﻣـﻲ دادﻧـﺪ .ﻣﺮدﻫـﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪﻧﺪ و ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ ﭘﺮﺧﺎش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
ﻧﻪ ﺑﭽﻪ ﻫﺎ و ﻧﻪ ﻧﻮه ﻫﺎ ،ﻇﺎﻫﺮا از اوﺑﺮي دﻳﺪار ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و از
آﻧﺠﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻨﺪ ورق ﺑﺎزي ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑـﺎزي ورق ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﺴﺘﻨﻲ و ﺟﺸﻦ ﻣﻬﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺗﺒﺪﻳﻞ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .اوﺑـﺮي و ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ
در روز ﺷﻨﺒﻪ از اﻳﻦ ازدﺣﺎم دور ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺻﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎ ﻋﺎﻣﻴﺎﻧﻪ ﺗﺮ از
آن ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﮕﻴﺰاﻧﻨﺪ .آن ﺻﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎ ﭘﺸﺖ
در ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ اداﻣﻪ داﺷﺖ .ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ ﭼـﻪ ﻛﻨـﺪ
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ در ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﺑـﺎ
ﺑﺎزي ﺗﻜﻪ ﺷﻜﻠﻜﻬﺎي ﺑﻪ ﺳﺒﻚ دﻳﺴﻨﻲ ﺳﺨﺖ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ
و ﺑﺎ ﻛﻤﺎل ﺑﻲ ﻣﻴﻠﻲ و ﺑﻲ ﻋﻼﻗﮕﻲ ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﮔﻴـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﻳـﺎ
ﺷﺎﻳﺪ در اﺗﺎق اوﺑﺮي ﻣـﻲ ﺑـﻮد .اﻣـﺎ او ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ اﺗـﺎﻗﺶ
ﻛﺠﺎﺳﺖ .ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ آﻧﺠﺎ را ﻣﻲ ﮔﺸﺖ ،ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ ﺑـﻪ
راﻫﺮوﻫﺎ و ﻣﺤﻠﻬﺎي وﻳﮋه ي ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ و ﭘـﻴﭻ در ﭘـﻴﭻ ﺑـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺧﻮرد و در ﻣﻴﺎن ﺗﻌﺠﺒﺶ ،ﻫﻨﻮز اﺳﺘﻌﺪاد ﮔﻢ ﺷـﺪن داﺷـﺖ.
ﻳﻜﻲ ازﺷﻨﺒﻪ ﻫﺎ ،از ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺑﻪ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را دﻳـﺪ.
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺧﻮدش ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار از ﺑﺎرﻳﻜـﻪ راه
ﻣﺨﺼﻮصِ آﻣﺪ و ﺷﺪ ،ﻛﻪ از ﺑﺮف و ﻳﺦ ﭘﺎك ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد.
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او ﻛﻼه اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻛﺎﻣﻮاﻳﻲ روي ﺳﺮش ﺑﻮد و ﻳﻚ ژاﻛـﺖ ﺑـﺎ
رﮔﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻪ رﻧﮓ آﺑﻲ و ﺑﻨﻔﺶ ،ﺷﻜﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ در زﻧﺎن ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻲ
در ﺳﻮﭘﺮﻣﺎرﻛﺖ دﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از ﻫﻤﺎن دﺳﺘﻪ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻦ در ﻛﻤﺪ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺧﺎﻧﻤﻬﺎ ﻫﺴﺖ و ﺧﻮدﺷـﺎن ﻫـﻢ از
آن ﺳﺮ در ﻧﻤﻲ آورﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﻟﺒﺎس ﺧﻮدﺷـﺎن اﺳـﺖ.
ﻣﻮي ﺳﺮﺷﺎن را ﻧﻴﺰ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ .ﻧﻤـﺎد ﻓﺮﺷـﺘﻪ اش را
ﻛﻨﺪه ﺑﻮد.
در ﻳﻜﻲ از ﭼﻬﺎرﺷﻨﺒﻪ ،وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻋﺎدي ﺑﻮد و ﺑـﺎزي
ورق ﺟﺮﻳﺎن داﺷﺖ و زﻧﺎن در اﺗﺎق ﻫﻨﺮﻫﺎي دﺳـﺘﻲ ﻣـﺸﻐﻮل
درﺳﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﮔﻠﻬﺎي اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻲ ﻳﺎ ﻟﺒـﺎس ﻋﺮوﺳـﻜﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و
اوﺑﺮي و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺎز ﻫﻢ ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،ﺷﺮاﻳﻂ ﺑـﺮاي ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ
ﻣﻨﺎﺳﺐ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻳﻜﻲ از ﮔﭗ زدﻧﻬﺎي دوﺳﺘﺎﻧﻪ و دﻳﻮاﻧﻪ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪه
ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺴﺮش را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " ﭼﺮا ﻣﻮي ﺳﺮت را
رﻳﺰ رﻳﺰ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ".
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را روي ﺳﺮ و ﭼﺎﻧﻪ اش ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ .ﭼـﺮا -ﺑـﺮاﻳﻢ
ﻫﻴﭽﻮﻗﺖ اﻫﻤﻴﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ ادﺑﻴﺎت اﻧﮕﻠﻮﺳﺎﻛﺴﻮن و ﺷـﻤﺎل اروﭘـﺎ را
ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ،داﻧﺸﺠﻮﻳﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻲ در ﻛﻼﺳﺶ داﺷﺖ.اﻣﺎ ﭘـﺲ
از ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮي ﺷﺪ .زن ﺷﻮﻫﺮداري ﺑﺎز ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻞ
را ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺎر ﺑﻬﺘﺮي ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﻫﺮ ﻛـﺎر
دﻳﮕﺮي ﺗﺤﺼﻴﻼﺗﺶ را ارﺗﻘﺎء دﻫـﺪ ﺑﻠﻜـﻪ ﻓﻘـﻂ ﺑـﺮاي ﺛﺎﺑـﺖ
ﻛﺮدن ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻏﻴﺮ از ﻣـﺸﻐﻠﻪ ﻫـﺎي ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ داري و

٣۴

٣۵

ﺳﺮﮔﺮﻣﻲ ،ﻛﺎرﻫﺎي ﻣﻬﻤﺘﺮي ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ و ﺑﻪ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺷﺎن ﻏﻨـﺎ
ﻣﻲ ﺑﺨﺸﻨﺪ .و ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻃﺒﻴﻌﻲ دﻧﺒﺎل ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻣﺮداﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺑﻪ آﻧﺎن آﻣﻮﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﺑﺨﺸﻲ از اﻳﻦ ارﺿﺎء ﻣﻲ
ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﺮدان ﺑﺮاي آن زﻧﺎن ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ اﺳـﺮارآﻣﻴﺰ و
ﻣﻮرد ﺗﻮﺟﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﺗﺎ ﻣﺮداﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﺮاﻳـﺸﺎن اﺷـﭙﺰي ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺑﻨﺪ.
آﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ در ﻛﻼس ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﺎم ﻧﻮﻳﺴﻲ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ،ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ ﺳﺎﺑﻘﻪ ي اﺳﻜﺎﻧﺪﻳﻨﺎوﻳﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎﻳﻲ در ﺑﺎره
اﻓﺴﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎي اﺳﺎﻃﻴﺮي اﺳﻜﺎﻧﺪﻳﻨﺎوي از واﮔﻨـﺮ ﻳـﺎ داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎي
ﺗﺎرﻳﺨﻲ آﻣﻮﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺗﻌﺪاد اﻧﺪﻛﻲ ﻫﻢ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ او زﺑﺎن ﺳﻠﺘﻴﻚ 26ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ و ﺑـﺮاي آﻧﻬـﺎ ﻫـﺮ
ﭼﻴﺰي در ﺑﺎره ﺳﻠﺘﻴﻚ ،ﻳﻚ ﺷﻴﻔﺘﮕﻲ ﻣﺮﻣﻮزي داﺷﺖ.او ﺑﺮاي
ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﺸﺘﺎﻗﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻨﺼﻔﺎﻧﻪ از آن ﺳﻮي ﻣﻴﺰ ﺳﺨﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ.
اﮔـﺮ ﻣــﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻲ زﺑــﺎن ﻗـﺸﻨﮕﻲ ﻳــﺎد ﺑﮕﻴـﺮي ،ﺑــﺮو و زﺑــﺎن
اﺳﭙﺎﻧﻴﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻣﻮز آن وﻗﺖ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ از آن ،وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻜﺰﻳـﻚ
ﻣﻲ روي اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﻨﻲ.
ﺑﺮﺧﻲ ﻫﺸﺪار او را ﺟﺪي ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻨﺪ و از ﻛـﻼس ﻛﻨـﺪه ﺷـﺪﻧﺪ.
دﻳﮕﺮان ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺷﺨﺼﻲ ﺷﺎن ﺑـﺎ آن
ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻴﻞ واراده ﺷﺎن ﻛﺎر ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ و ﻛﺎرﺷـﺎن
را ﺑﻪ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎر او و زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻨﻈﻢ و رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﺨﺸﺶ آوردﻧـﺪ،
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ﺷﮕﻔﺘﻲ ﺑﺰرگ ،ﮔﻠﻪ ﻫﺎي زﻧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﻟﻎ ،اﻣﻴﺪ ﻟﺮزان ﺗﺎﻳﻴﺪﺷـﺎن را
ﻫﻢ.
او زﻧﻲ اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﺳﻤﺶ ژاﻛﻲ آداﻣﺰ ﺑﻮد .او واروﻧـﻪ ي
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻮد ،ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ،ﺗُﭙﻞ ،ﺑﺎ ﭼﺸﻤﺎﻧﻲ ﺗﻴﺮه ،ﭘﺮ ﺣﺮارت.
ﺑﻴﮕﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻃﻨﺰ .راﺑﻄﻪ ﺷﺎن ﻳﻚ ﺳﺎل ﻃﻮل ﻛﺸﻴﺪ ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﻣﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﺷﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ در ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ از ﻫﻢ ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻈﻲ ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،او ﺑﻄﻮر ﻏﻴﺮﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﻛﻨﺘﺮﻟﻲ ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﻟﺮزﻳﺪن ﻛﺮد .ﭼﻨﺎن
ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر دﭼﺎر ﻫﻴﭙﻮﺗﺮﻣﻲ) اﻓﺖ ﺣﺮارت ﺑﺪن-م( ﺷـﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ.
ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺎر ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﻮﺷﺖ اﻣﺎ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﺎﻣـﻪ ﻫـﺎي او را ﻋـﺼﺒﻲ
ﺗﻠﻘﻲ ﻛﺮد و ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭘﺎﺳﺨﮕﻮﻳﻲ ﺑﮕﻴﺮد .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ
زﻣﺎن واﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﺗﺎ ﺑﺎ ﮔﺬﺷﺖ آن ،ﭘﺎﺳﺦ داده ﺷﻮد در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜـﻪ
ﺑﺎ دﺧﺘﺮ ﺟﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﺷﻜﻞ اﻋﺠﺎب آور و ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮه اي راﺑﻄـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .دﺧﺘﺮي ﭼﻨﺎن ﺟﻮان ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑـﻪ ﺳـﻦ دﺧﺘـﺮ
ژاﻛﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
در ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﺎ ژاﻛﻲ در ارﺗﺒﺎط ﺑﻮد ﺗﺤﻮﻻت ﺳـﺮﮔﻴﺠﻪ آور
ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮي روي داد .دﺧﺘﺮان ﺟﻮان ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻫـﺎي ﺑﻠﻨـﺪ و ﭘﺎﻫـﺎﻳﻲ
ﺑﺮﻫﻨﻪ ﺑﺎ دﻣﭙﺎﻳﻲ)ﺻﻨﺪل( ﺑﻪ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎرش ﻣـﻲ آﻣﺪﻧـﺪ و ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﺑﺮاي ﻫﻴﭽﻜﺎري ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺑﺮاي ﺳـﻜﺲ اﻋـﻼم
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .روﻳﻜﺮدي ﻣﺤﺘﺎﻃﺎﻧﻪ و ﮔﺰﻳﻨﺸﻲ ﺣﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ژاﻛﻲ
داﺷــﺖ از ﭘﻨﺠــﺮه دور رﻳﺨﺘــﻪ ﺷــﺪ) ﻛﻨــﺎر ﮔﺬاﺷــﺖ – م(.
ﮔﺮدﺑﺎدي ﻛﻪ او را در ﺧﻮد ﮔﺮﻓﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻛﻪ اﺛﺮات دﻳﮕﺮي ﻫﻢ
داﺷﺖ .رﺳﻮاﻳﻲ اي ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﮔـﺴﺘﺮدﮔﻲ آﺷـﻜﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ ﺑـﺎ
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دراﻣﺎﻫﺎي دردﻧﺎك ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ اﻃﺮاﻓﺶ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ ﺣـﺴﻲ
داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ دﻟﭽﺴﺐ ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ آﺗﺸﻬﺎي ﺑﺮاﻓﺮوﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﺎ ﺗﺪرﻳﺲ در
ﻛﺎﻟﺠﻬﺎي ﻛﻮﭼﻜﺘﺮ ،ﺑﺎﻇﺮﻓﻴﺖ ﺗﺮ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺮاﻛﺰ ﺑﺎزﺗﺮ ﺧﺎﻣﻮش ﺷﺪ و
ﻫﻤﺴﺮان زﻳﺎدي ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ،ﺗﻜﺎﻧﺪﻫﻨﺪه و ﺳﻨﺖ ﺷﻜﻦ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﺳﻬﻞ اﻧﮕﺎري ﺟﻨﺴﻲ دﺧﺘﺮاﻧـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻣﺮداﻧـﺸﺎن را
وﺳﻮﺳﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧـﺪ .ﻳـﻚ واﮔﻴـﺮي ﻫﻤـﻪ ﮔﻴـﺮ ﺷـﺪ .ﻣﺎﻧﻨـﺪ
ﺳﺮﻣﺎﺧﻮردﮔﻲ اﺳﭙﺎﻧﻴﺎﻳﻲ ﮔﺴﺘﺮش ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .ﻓﻘﻂ در اﻳـﻦ زﻣـﺎن
ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﮔﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻣﺮدم دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ رﻓﺘﻨﺪ .و ﺗﻌﺪاد اﻧـﺪﻛﻲ
ﺑﻴﻦ ﺷﺎﻧﺰده ﺳﺎﻟﻪ ﺗﺎ ﺷﺼﺖ ﺳﺎﻟﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ از اﻳـﻦ
ﻫﻤﻪ ﮔﻴﺮ ﺑﻮدن دور ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻨﺪ.
اﻳﻦ اﻟﺒﺘﻪ اﻏﺮاق آﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﺗﻤﺎﻳﻞ داﺷﺖ .و ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ
ﺧﻮدش ﻫﻢ از آن دوري ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﺣﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷـﺖ اﺳﺎﺳـﺎ
اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻲ ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺖ ﺧﻮﺷﺒﺨﺖ ﺑـﻮد .ﻧـﻮﻋﻲ ﭼـﺎﻗﻲ اي ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻓﺘﺎر ﺑـﻮد ،از ﺳـﻦ دوازده ﺳـﺎﻟﮕﻲ ،در او ﻣﺤـﻮ ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد.
ﻣﺸﺘﺎﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ .اﻧﺒﻮه اﺑﺮﻫﺎ و آﻓﺘﺎب ﻧﺸﻴﻦ زﻣـﺴﺘﺎن
را از ﭘﻨﺠﺮه اﺗﺎق ﻛﺎرش ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﭼﺮاغ ﻋﺘﻴﻘﺔ ﻓﺮﻳﺒﻨﺪة ﺑﻴﻦ دﻓﺘﺮ
ﻛﺎر او و اﺗﺎق ﻛﺎر ﻫﻤﻜﺎراﻧﺶ ﻣﻲ ﺗﺎﺑﻴﺪ ،ﺧﻮش داﺷﺖ .ﭼﻨﺎن
ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻫﺎ ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎﻫﺎﻳﻦ ﺟـﻮر ﻧﺒـﻮد .ﮔﺮﻳـﻪ ي ﺑﭽـﻪ ﻫـﺎ در
ﭘﺎرك ﻛﻪ دوﺳﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ در ﮔﺮگ و ﻣﻴﺶ ﻏﺮوب ازﺗﭙـﻪ اي
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎزي ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ،دور ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎن ﭘﻴﺶ رو ،اﺳﻢ ﮔﻠﻬﺎ
را ﻳﺎد ﻣﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .در ﻛﻼﺳﺶ ،ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮﺳﻂ ﻣﺎدرزﻧﺶ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺳﺮﻃﺎن ﺣﻨﺠﺮه ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺑﻲ ﺻـﺪا ﺷـﺪه ﺑـﻮد ،ﻣـﻮرد
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ﺗﻌﻠﻴﻢ ﻗﺮار ﮔﺮﻓﺖ .او ﺟﺮات ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﭼﻜﺎﻣـﻪ ﺣﻤﺎﺳـﻲ و ﺑـﺎ
ﺷﻜﻮه اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪي اﺳﻜﺎﻟﺪ ،ﺷﺎﻋﺮ اﺳﻜﺎﻧﺪﻳﻨﺎوي ،ﻛﻪ آﻫﻨﮓ آن را
ﻫﻮﻓﻮدﻻوﺳﻦ ﺑﻪ اﻓﺘﺨﺎر ﭘﺎدﺷﺎه ارﻳﻚ ﺑﻼد اﻛﺲ)ﺧﻮن ﺗﺒﺮ -م(
ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺨﻮاﻧﺪ  .ﺷﺎﻋﺮي ﻛﻪ ﭘﺎدﺷﺎه او را ﺑﻪ ﻣﺮگ ﻣﺤﻜﻮم
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻫﺮﮔﺰ اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪي ﻧﻴﺎﻣﻮﺧﺖ و ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﺑﺮاي داﺳﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺣﻔﻆ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ،ﭼﻨﺪان ارزﺷﻲ ﻗﺎﺋـﻞ ﻧـﺸﺪ .داﺳـﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻳﺎد ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ و درﺑﺎره آﻧﻬﺎ ﻧﻮﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .او ﻗﻬﺮﻣﺎﻧﺎن
ﺷﺎن را ﭼﻮن اﺳﺘﻮره ﻫﺎي "اوﻟﺪ ﻧﺠﺎل" 27ﻳﺎ "اوﻟﺪ اﺳـﻨﻮري"
ﺑﺤﺴﺎب ﻣﻲ آورد اﻣﺎ ﻃﻲِ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺳﺎل ﺑﻪ ﺳﺮزﻣﻴﻦ ﺧﻮدش
ﻋﻼﻗﻪ ﭘﻴﺪا ﻛﺮده و در راﻫﻨﻤﺎﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﺮ ﺟﺴﺘﺠﻮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .او
در ﺑﺎره ﺳـﻔﺮ وﻳﻠﻴـﺎم " ﻣـﻮرﻳﺲ " 28و " اودن " 29ﻣﻄﺎﻟﻌـﻪ
ﻛﺮد .واﻗﻌﺎ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣﻪ اي ﺑﺮاي ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ .ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ
آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ اﻧﺪازه ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪﻳﺸﻲ و ﺑﺪاﻧﻲ اﻣﺎ
ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺷﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻲ.
ﻫﺮﭼﻪ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ) درﻳﺎﭼﻪ ﻣﻴﺪاو( رﻓﺖ .ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑـﺮاي
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﺘﺎﺑﻲ ﺑﺮد ﻛﻪ او آن را از ﻗـﺮن ﻧـﻮزدﻫﻢ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ و

“old Snorri -“old Njal” 27
William Morris 28ويليام موری)٢۴مارس-١٨٣۴
٣اکتبر(١٨٩۶طراح نسانجی،ھنرمند ،نويسنده و سوسياليست انگليسی بود
 Wystan Hugh Auden 29يا ٢١) ،W. H. Audenفوريه -١٩٠٧
٢٩سپتامبر ،١٩٧٣شاعر انگليسی-امريکايی بود که در
انگلستان)بيرمنگام(بزرگ شد و به آمريکا رفته و شھروند آن کشور گرديد.
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درﺑﺎره رﻧﮕﻬﺎي آﺑﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺘﻴﺠﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ ﻳﻚ ﺧﺎﻧﻢ ﺑـﻪ اﻳـﺴﻠﻨﺪ
ﺑﻮد .زﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ او ﭘﺎﺳﺦ داد :اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .او ﺑﻴﻤﺎر اﺳﺖ.
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻧﺸﺎن از ﺧﻮدﻣﻬﻢ ﺟﻠﻮه دادن داﺷـﺖ و ﻣﻬـﻴﺞ ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻤﻮد از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد او را ﺑﺸﻨﺎﺳﺪ
درﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي از او ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ ﺧـﻮش ﺑـﻪ
ﺣﺎﻟﻲ اش از اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ درﺑﺎره ي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ .درﺑـﺎره
زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در آﻧﺠﺎ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣـﻲ
داﻧﺴﺖ.
او ﻫﻤﭽﻨﻴﻦ اﻓﺰود :اوﺑﺮي ﻫﻢ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ رﻓﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ را ﺑﻴﺎﺑﺪ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺖ زﻳﺎدي ﺑﺮاي
او ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .او ﺳﺮﮔﺮم ﺣﺮف زدن ﺑﺎ زن ﮔﺮﻳﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ
ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ اوﻟﻴﻦ ﺑﺎر اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ.
وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﭼﻪ اش ﺷﺪه ،ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ:
ﭼﻴــﺰي واﻗﻌــﻦ ﻧﻴــﺴﺖ .ﻓﻘــﻂ ﻳــﻚ روز ﻣﺮﺧــﺼﻲ ﮔﺮﻓﺘــﻪ و
اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻛﻤﻲ اﻓﺴﺮدﮔﻲ ﺳﺖ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ راﺳﺖ راﺳـﺖ روي ﺗﺨﺘﺨـﻮاب ﻧﺸـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد .او ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ
ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺎر وارد اﻳﻦ اﺗﺎق ﺷﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﻛﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻳﻚ
ﺑﻴﻤﺎرﺳﺘﺎن اﺳﺖ و ﺑﺎ آن ﺷﻜﻞ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﺧﻢ و ﻛﺞ
ﺑﺸﻮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺧﻮاب دﺧﺘﺮاﻧﻪ اش را ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﭼﻬﺮه
اش رﻧﮓ ﭘﺮﻳﺪه ﻣﺜﻞ ﺧﻤﻴﺮ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
اوﺑﺮي ﺑﺎ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧـﺪارش ﻛﻨـﺎر او اﻳـﺴﺘﺎده ﺑـﻮد .ﭼﻨـﺎن
ﺑﻄﺮف ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب ﻧﺰدﻳﻚ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او دﺳﺘﺮﺳﻲ داﺷـﺘﻪ
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ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑﺠﺎي ﭘﻴﺮاﻫﻦ ﻳﻘﻪ ﺑﺴﺘﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻌﻤـﻮﻟﻦ ﻣـﻲ ﭘﻮﺷـﻴﺪ،
ﻳﻚ ژاﻛﺖ و ﻛﺮاوات ﺑﻪ ﺗـﻦ داﺷـﺖ .ﻛـﻼه ﻗـﺸﻨﮓ راه راه او
روي ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﻮد .ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺮاي
ﻛﺎر ﻣﻬﻤﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون رﻓﺘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
ﻫﺮ ﻛﺎري ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﻓﺮﺳﻮده ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ آﻣـﺪ.
ﭼﻬﺮة او ﻫﻢ رﻧﮓ ﭘﺮﻳﺪه ﺑﻮد.
ﻫﺮ دو ﻧﻔﺮﺷﺎن از ﻧﮕـﺎه ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑـﺎ ﻳـﻚ اﻧـﺪوه ﺳـﻨﮕﻴﻨﻲ در
ﻫﺮاس ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺴﻜﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺘﻨﺪ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ دﻳﺪﻧﺪ او ﺳﺖ
ﻛﻪ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ ﻧﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﺧـﻮش
آﻣﺪ ﻧﮕﻔﺘﻨﺪ .،آﻧﻬﺎ دﺳـﺘﺎن ﻳﻜـﺪﻳﮕﺮ را ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ و ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻨﺪ از ﻫﻢ ﺟﺪا ﺷﻮﻧﺪ.
ﻛﻼه روي ﺗﺨﺖ ،ژاﻛﺖ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺮاوات.
آﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺸﺎن دﻫﺪ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻮده اﺳﺖ .ﺳﻮال اﻳﻦ
ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﺠﺎ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي دﻳﺪن ﭼﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑـﻮده اﺳـﺖ .او ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻛﺘﺎب را روي ﺗﺨﺖ ﻛﻨﺎر دﺳﺖ آزاد ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﻦ در ﻣﻮرد اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪ اﺳﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﺗﻮ ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ
دوﺳﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﮕﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻪ آن ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازي.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﭼﺮا ،ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم .ﺑﻪ ﻛﺘﺎب ﻧﮕﺎه ﻧﻜﺮد.
ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﺲ ﻟﻨﺪ؟ ﻟﺤﻦ ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ ﭼﻨـﺎن ﺗﺎﻛﻴـﺪي ﻣـﻲ
ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮﺷﺶ آﻣﺪه اﺳﺖ اﻣﺎ ﺛﺎﻧﻴﻪ اي ﺑﻌﺪ ﺗﻬﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﺑـﻪ
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ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺑـﺮاﻳﺶ ﺿـﺮوري ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ اش را ﺑـﻪ اوﺑـﺮي
ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ .ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ دﺳﺘﺎن ﻛﻠﻔﺘﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ از دﺳﺘﺎن
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﻜﺸﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﻪ؟ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﻪ ﻋﺰﻳﺰ دﻟﻢ؟
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻫﻴﭽﮕﺎه ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻋﺒﺎرت دﻟﻨﺸﻴﻨﻲ از او ﻧـﺸﻴﻨﺪه
ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻜﺎر ﺑﺒﺮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :آه ،ﺑﺎﺷﻪ .آه اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .و ﻳﻚ ﻣﺸﺖ دﺳﺘﻤﺎل ﻛﺎﻏـﺬي
از ﺟﻌﺒﻪ ي ﻛﻨﺎر رﺧﺘﺨﻮاﺑﺶ ﺑﻴﺮون ﻛﺸﻴﺪ .اوﺑﺮي ﺷـﺮوع ﺑـﻪ
ﮔﺮﻳﺴﺘﻦ ﻛﺮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ .و او ﻛﻠﻴﻨﻜﺲ را در دﺳﺖ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ و
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﻧﺎﺷﻴﺎﻧﻪ روي ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .در
ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ او ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺑﻮد ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ رو ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻛﺮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ":آﻳﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ دﻟﻴﻞ اﺗﻔﺎﻗﻲ ﺣﺘـﻲ اﺟﺒـﺎري
اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ؟ دﻳﺪه ام ﻛﻪ داﺷـﺘﻲ ﺑـﺎ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮدي"....
اوﺑﺮي ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻪ اﻋﺘﺮاض ﻳـﺎ ﺧـﺴﺘﮕﻲ ﻳـﺎ ﺑﻴـﺰاري در
آورد .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻗﺴﻤﺖ ﺑﺎﻻﻳﻲ ﺑﺪﻧﺶ را ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﻢ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ اﻧﮕﺎر
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻪ ﺧﻮد را روي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﺪازد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺧﻮد را ﺗﺎ ﻧﻴﻤﻪ
ﺑﻴﺮون ﺗﺨﺖ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ و اوﺑﺮي را ﮔﺮﻓﺖ و ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺖ .ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ
رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﺎﺷﺎﻳﺴﺖ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻛﻤﻚ ﻛﻨﺪ.
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ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷﺖ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ" :ﻫﻴﺶ .آه ﻋﺰﻳﺰ ﻣﻦ ،ﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ را ﺑﺎز
ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ را ﺑﺒﻴﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣﻦ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ رﻓﺖ و ﺗـﺮا
ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ دﻳﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ آﻳﻲ و ﻣﺮا ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻲ".
اوﺑﺮي دوﺑﺎره ﻫﻤﺎن ﺻﺪا را ،در آورد .ﺑﺸﻜﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ ﺑـﺮ
ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻮد و ﻛﺎري ﻧﻤﺎﻧﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧـﺪ اﻧﺠـﺎم
دﻫﺪ ﺟﺰ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ از اﺗﺎق ﺑﻴﺮون رود.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﺑـﺴﻮي او ﻣـﻲ رﻓـﺖ ﮔﻔـﺖ :ﻣـﻦ ﻓﻘـﻂ
اﻣﻴﺪوارم ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﻫﺮﭼﻪ زودﺗﺮ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ و ﺟﺎﻧﻜﻨـﺪن را
ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﻓﻮق اﻟﻌﺎده ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮﺳـﻴﻢ و ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﻢ او را ﺑﮕﻴﺮﻳﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ او اﻳﻨﺠﺎ و آﻧﺠﺎ ﺳﺖ؟
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﻤﺎﻧﻢ؟
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺮاي ﭼﻪ؟ او ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮﻳﺾ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﻫﻤﺼﺤﺒﺘﺶ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺳﺮش را ﺗﻜﺎن داد.
"آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﺑـﺎ ﺧﻮدﺷـﺎن ﺣـﻞ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ.
ﻣﻌﻤــﻮﻟﻦ ﺧــﺎﻃﺮات ﻛﻮﺗــﺎﻫﻲ دارﻧــﺪ .ﻫﻤﻴــﺸﻪ آﻧﻄــﻮر ﺷــﺪﻳﺪ
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﺪون اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ اﺗﺎق ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺮﮔﺮدد ،از آﻧﺠﺎ رﻓﺖ .ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻪ
ﺷﺪ ﺑﺎدي ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ وزﻳـﺪ ﮔـﺮم اﺳـﺖ و ﺟﻤﻌﻴـﺖ آواز دﺳـﺘﻪ
ﺟﻤﻌﻲ ﻣـﻲ ﺧﻮاﻧﺪﻧـﺪ .در ﻣﺤﻮﻃـﻪ ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨـﮓ ،زﻧـﺎن زﻳـﺎدي
ﻟﺒﺎﺳــﻬﺎي ﺷــﻄﺮﻧﺠﻲ ﭘﻮﺷــﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧــﺪ ﻛــﻪ ﺑــﺎ ﻧﺸــﺴﺘﻦ روي
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ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار و ﺑﺮﺧﻮرد ﺑﺎ ﺑﺪﻧـﻪ آﻫﻨـﻲ ،ﭼـﻴﻦ و ﭼـﺮوك
ﺑﺮداﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ از اﻧﺪوﻫﻲ ﻛﻪ داﺷﺖ در ﻧﻴﺎﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .او وﻗـﺖ ﺧـﻮردن
ﻏﺬا ،ﻏﺬا ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮرد .ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺗﻈـﺎﻫﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،ﻏـﺬا در
دﺳﺘﻤﺎل ﺧـﻮدش ﭘﻨﻬـﺎن ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد .ﺑـﻪ او دو ﻧﻮﺷـﻴﺪﻧﻲ ﺑـﺎ

ﻣﻜﻤﻞ) ﺗﻘﻮﻳﺘﻲ( در روز داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔـﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻣﺎﻧﺪ و ﻣﺮاﻗﺐ ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او آن را
ﺑﻨﻮﺷﺪ.
از ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﻴﺮون آﻣﺪ و ﻟﺒﺎس ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در اﺗﺎق ﺑﻨـﺸﻴﻨﺪ .اﮔـﺮ ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﻳـﺎ
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ در ﺳﺎﻋﺎت ﻣﻼﻗﺖ او را ﺑـﺎﻻ و ﭘـﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺳـﺎﻟﻦ راه ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ و ﺑﻴﺮون ﻧﻤﻲ ﺑﺮدﻧﺪ او ﻫﻴﭻ ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ ﻳﺎ ﺣﺮﻛﺘﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ.
ﮔﺮﻳﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﺎن اورا ﻛﻢ ﻧﻮر و ﺑﻲ ﺣﺎل ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ژاﻛﺖ ﭘﺸﻤﻲ
اش – اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎل ﺧﻮد او ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ -ﺑﺎﻻ و ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ دﻛﻤـﻪ ﺷـﺪه
ﺑﻮد .او ﻛﺴﻲ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻣﻮﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﺪون ﺷﺎﻧﻪ و ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻛـﺮدن،
رﻫﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻳﺎ ﻧﺎﺧﻨﻬﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﺪون ﺗﻤﻴﺰ ﻛﺮدن ،وا دﻫﺪ ،اﻣـﺎ
آن ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﺰودي روي ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ داد .ﻛﺮﻳـﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ ﻛـﻪ ﻋـﻀﻠﻪ
ﻫﺎﻳﺶ رو ﺑﻪ وﺧﺎﻣﺖ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻪ اﺷﺖ .و اﮔﺮ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺎﻫﻴﭽﻪ ﻫـﺎﻳﺶ
ﻧﺮﺳﺪ ،ﺑﺎﻳﺪ از ﻋﺼﺎء ﻗﺪم زدن اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﻨﺪ.
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ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ":اﻣﺎ ،ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﻲ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻋﺼﺎي
ﻗﺪم زﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻴﺮﻧﺪ ،ﺑﻪ آن ﻋﺎدت ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ .و دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ
ﻗﺪم ﻧﻤﻲ زﻧﻨﺪ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻫﺮ ﺟﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴـﺎز داﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ ،ﻣـﻲ
روﻧﺪ ".ﺗﻮ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎ او ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻛﺎر ﻛﻨﻲ و ﺗﻼش ﻛﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ او را ﺑﻪ
اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر ﺗﺸﻮﻳﻖ ﻛﻨﻲ.
وﻟﻲ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﻮﻓﻘﻴﺘﻲ در آن زﻣﻴﻨﻪ ﻧـﺪاش .ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ ﺑﻨﻈـﺮ
ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﺴﺒﺖ ﺑﻪ او ﺑﻲ ﻋﻼﻗﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻫﺮﭼﻨـﺪ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ آن را ﻧﺸﺎن ﻧﺪﻫﺪ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ را ﺑﻴـﺎد آﺧـﺮﻳﻦ
دﻗﻴﻘﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﻮد ﻣﻲ اﻧﺪاﺧﺖ .وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛـﻪ از او ﺑـﺮاي
ﻛﻤﻚ ﺑﻪ اوﺑﺮي ﻳﺎري ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ و او ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻛﻤﻚ ﻧﻜﺮد.
او دﻳﮕﺮ دﻟﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﮔﻔﺘﻦ از ازدواﺟﺶ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
ﺳﻮﭘﺮواﻳﺰ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ را ﺑﻪ دﻓﺘﺮ ﻛﺎرش ﻓﺮاﺧﻮاﻧﺪ .او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ وزن
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﻜﻠﻤﻠﻬﺎ ،ﻛﺎﺳﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
ﻣﺴﺌﻠﻪ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ – ﻣﻦ ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ داﻧﻲ ،ﻣـﺎ
دﻳﮕﺮ ﺗﺨﺘﺨﻮاﺑﻬﺎي ﻃﺒﻘﻪ اول را ﻣﺮﺗﺐ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ .ﻣـﺎ ﻣﻮﻗﺘـﺎ
آن ﻛﺎر را ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﻢ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﺧﻮب ﻧﻴﺴﺖ اﻣـﺎ
اﮔﺮ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺿﻌﻴﻒ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ دور و ﺑﺮ ،ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ و ﻣﺴﺌﻮل ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ
ﻣﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ را ﺑﻪ ﻃﺒﻘﺎت ﺑﺎﻻ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮﻳﻢ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ اﻏﻠـﺐ در رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
" ﻧﻪ .اﻣﺎ اﮔﺮ او ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺪﺧﻮدش را ﺳﺮﭘﺎ ﻧﮕﻬﺪارد ،در رﺧﺘﺨـﻮاب
ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺳﺮ ﻣﺮز اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎر اﺳﺖ.
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ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻃﺒﻘﻪ دوم ﺑﺮاي ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺣﺎﻓﻈﻪ ﺷﺎن آﺳﻴﺐ دﻳﺪه اﺳﺖ.
ﻛﺮﻳﺴﺘﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ :آن ﻫﻢ اﺳﺖ.
ﺧﻴﺎﺑﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ در آن داﺷﺖ راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺮد ،ﺧﻴﺎﺑـﺎن
"ﺑﻼك ﻫﺎوك ﻟﻴﻦ " Blackhawks Laneﺑﻮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ
ﻫﺎ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻳﻚ زﻣﺎن ﺳﺎﺧﺘﻪ ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﻨﺪ ،ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﺳﻲ ﭼﻬﻞ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ .ﺣﻴﺎﺑﺎن ﭘﻬﻦ و ﭘﻴﭻ دار ﺑﻮد و ﭘﻴـﺎده رو
ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .دوﺳﺘﺎن ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺤﻠﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠـﺎ ﻧﻘـﻞ
ﻣﻜﺎن ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳـﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﭽـﻪ دار ﺷـﻮﻧﺪ و
ﺧﺎﻧﻮاده ﻫﺎي ﺟﻮان ﻫﻨﻮز در اﻳﻨﺠﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ .ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ
از ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺗﺎ ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺗﭙﻪ رﺳﻴﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﺣﻠﻘﻪ ﺑـﺴﻜﺘﺒﺎل ﺑـﺎﻻي
در ﮔﺎراژ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻮد و ﺳﻪ داﻳﺮه در ﻣﺴﻴﺮ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ روي ﺧﺎﻧﻪ.
ﺣﻴﺎط ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﺎ ﻻﺳﺘﻴﻚ ﻛﺎﻣﻴﻮن ﻣﺸﺨﺺ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .ﭘﻨﺠﺮه
ﻫﺎ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ ورﻗﻬﺎي ﻓﻠﺰي)ﻗﻠﻊ( ﭘﻮﺷـﺎﻧﺪه ﺷـﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻳـﺎ ﭘـﺮﭼﻢ
وارﻓﺘﻪ اي ﺑﻪ آﻧﻬﺎ آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺗﻌﺪاد اﻧﺪﻛﻲ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ را درﺳﺖ و ﻣﺮﺗـﺐ ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷـﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه در آﻧﺠﺎ ﺳﺎﻛﻦ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻛـﺴﺎﻧﻲ
ﻛﻪ ﭘﻮل ﻛﺎﻓﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺎزي ﺑـﻪ
رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ ﺟﺎي ﺑﻬﺘﺮي ﻧﺪارﻧﺪ.
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ اي ﻛﻪ در ﻟﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﺘﺎب راﻫﻨﻤﺎﻳﻲ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﺑـﻮد و ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑـﻪ
اوﺑﺮي و ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﺗﻌﻠﻖ ﻣﻲ داﺷﺖ ،ﻳﻜﻲ از اﻳﻦ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺎ ﺑﻮد.
ﺟﺎي ﭘﻴﺎده روي ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ از ﺳﻨﮕﻬﺎي ﭘﺮﭼﻤﻲ ﻓﺮش ﺷـﺪه
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ﺑﻮد و ﻣﺮز ﻣﻴﺎن آن و ﺑﺎﻏﭽﻪ ي ﻛﻨﺎر ﺑﺎ ﮔﻠﻬﺎي ﺳﻨﺒﻞ ﻣﺸﺨﺺ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺷﻖ و رق ﻣﺜﻞ ﮔﻠﻬﺎي ﭼﻴﻨـﻲ اﻳـﺴﺘﺎده ﺑﻮدﻧـﺪ،
رﻧﮕﻬﺎي ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ و آﺑﻲ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻣﺘﻨﺎوب.
ﻫﻴﭻ ﭼﻴﺰ از ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻧﻴﺎورد ﺑﺠﺰ ﻟﺒﺎس ﺷﻄﺮﻧﺠﻲ
ﻛﻪ در ﻣﺤﻞ ﭘﺎرﻛﻴﻨﮓ ﺑﺘﻦ داﺷﺖ .دﻧﺒﺎﻟـﻪ ژاﻛـﺖ ﺑـﺎز ﺑـﻮد و
وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻃﺮف ﺑﺪﻧﻪ ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ ﭼﺮﺧﺪار ﺧﻢ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ آوﻳﺰان ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮي در ذﻫﻦ اش از ﻛﻤﺮ و ﺑﺎﺳﻦ ﺑﺰرگ او داﺷﺖ.
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي اﻣﺮوز ﻟﺒﺎس ﺷﻄﺮﻧﺠﻲ ﺑﺘﻦ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﺷﻠﻮاري ﺑـﺎ
ﻛﻤﺮﺑﻨﺪ و ﻛﺎﻣﻮاﻳﻲ ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد .در ﻣﻮرد ﻛﻤﺮ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ
اوﺑﺮي ،درﺳﺖ ﺣﺲ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد -ﺑﺎ ﺳﻔﺖ ﻛﺮدن ﻛﻤﺮﺑﻨﺪ آن را
ﺑﺮﺟﺴﺘﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد -ﺑﻬﺘﺮ ﺑﻮد اﮔـﺮ ﺳـﻔﺖ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺑـﺴﺖ .ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻄﺮز ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﻣﻼﺣﻈﻪ اي ﺑﺎﻻ و ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد.
او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ده دوازده ﺳﺎل ﺟﻮاﻧﺘﺮ از ﺷـﻮﻫﺮش ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻣﻮﻫـﺎﻳﺶ
ﻛﻮﺗﺎه ،ﻓﺮﻓﺮي ،ﻗﺮﻣﺰ رﻧﮓ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد .او ﭼﺸﻤﺎن اﺑﻲ داﺷـﺖ –
آﺑﻲ ﺗﺮ از ﭼﺸﻤﺎن ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ  -ﭘﻬﻦ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗﺨﻢ ﺳﻴﻨﻪ ﺳـﺮﺧﻲ ﻳـﺎ
آﺑﻲ ﻓﻴﺮوزه اي ،ﻧﻘﻄﻪ ﻣﻴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑـﺎ ﭘـﻒ اﻧـﺪك .و ﭼﻨـﺪ ﭼـﺮوك
ﺧﻮب ﻧﻴﺰ ﺑﺎ اراﻳﺶ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﮔﺮدوﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ،ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﻮﺟـﻪ
ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ آن از ﺑﺮﻧﺰه ﺷﺪن ﻓﻠﻮرﻳﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﻮد.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻜﺮش را ﻧﻜﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ ﺧﻮدش را ﻣﻌﺮﻓﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
" ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﺴﺮت را در ﻣﻴﺪاو ﻟﻴﻚ ﻣﻲ دﻳﺪم .ﻣﻦ ﺧـﻮدم ﻳـﻚ
ﻣﻼﻗﺎﺗﻲ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﮕﻲ آﻧﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﺎ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﺟﺴﻮراﻧﻪ ي ﭼﺎﻧﻪ اش ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﻠﻪ.
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" ﺣﺎل ﻫﻤﺴﺮﺗﺎن ﭼﻄﻮر اﺳﺖ؟"
ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ﭼﻄﻮر را آﺧﺮﻳﻦ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﺑﺰﺑﺎن آورد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺣﺎﻟﺶ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ"
" ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﻣﻦ و او ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ دوﺳﺘﻲ ﺻﻤﻴﻤﺎﻧﻪ اي ﺑﺎ ﻫﻢ دارﻧﺪ".
" در ﻣﻮردش ﺷﻨﻴﺪم"
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺷﻤﺎ در ﺑﺎره ﭼﻴﺰي ﺻـﺤﺒﺖ ﻛـﻨﻢ اﮔـﺮ ﻳـﻚ
دﻗﻴﻘﻪ وﻗﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﺪ"
او ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﻫﻤﺴﺮم ﻛﺎري ﻧﻜـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰي ﺑـﺎ ﻫﻤـﺴﺮ ﺷـﻤﺎ
داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؛ اﮔﺮ اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴﺰﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻴﺪ در ﺑﺎره
اش ﺻﺤﺒﺖ ﻛﻨﻴﺪ .او ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﺷـﻤﺎ ﺗﺠـﺎوز ﻧﻜـﺮد .ﺗﻮاﻧـﺎﻳﻲ
اﻧﺠﺎم آن را ﻧﺪارد و او ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮدﻫﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺮ ﺣـﺎل.
از ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﺷﻨﻴﺪم؛ ﻃﻮر دﻳﮕﺮي ﺑﻮد".
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻧﻪ .اﺻﻠﻦ اﻳﻦ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﻴﺎﻣﺪم ﻛﻪ از
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺷﻜﺎﻳﺖ ﻛﻨﻢ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ" اوه ،ﺧﻮب ﻣﺮا ﺑﺒﺨـﺸﻴﺪ .ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛـﺮدم ﺑـﺮاي ﻫﻤـﺎن
آﻣﺪﻳﺪ .ﭘﺲ ﺷﻤﺎ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻴﺪ ﺗﻮ ،ﻫﻮاي ﺳﺮد ﺑـﻪ داﺧـﻞ
ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ وﻗﺘﻲ در ﺑﺎز اﺳﺖ .آﻧﻘﺪر ﻫﻢ اﻣـﺮوز ﺑﻴـﺮون ﺑـﺮﻋﻜﺲ
ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ ﮔﺮم ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺴﺎب ﻳﻚ ﭘﻴﺮوزي ﺑﺮاي ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻮد ﺣﺘﻲ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ داﺧﻞ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺷﻮد.
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او داﺷﺖ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ را ﺑﺴﻮي اﺗﺎق ﻧﺸﻴﻤﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد و ﻣـﻲ ﮔﻔـﺖ:
ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻨﺸﻴﻨﻴﻢ ،ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺗـﻮاﻧﻢ اوﺑـﺮي را
ﺑﺸﻨﻮم"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻳﻚ ﻟﺤﻈﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﺶ ﺑﻪ ﻻي ﭘﺮده ي ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺟﻠﻮ اﻓﺘﺎد.
ﻫﺮدو آﺑﻲ ،ﻳﻜﻲ آﺑﻲ ﻣﺤﺾ و دﻳﮕﺮي اﺑﺮﻳﺸﻤﻲ .رﻧﮓ ﺟﻮر ﺑـﺎ
ﻛﺎﻧﺎﭘﻪ و ﻳﻚ ﻗﺎﻟﻲ رﻧﮓ و رو رﻓﺘﻪ ،آﻳﻨﻪ ﻫﺎي ﻣﺨﺘﻠﻒ ﺷﻔﺎف و
زﻳﻨﺘﻲ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻔﺘﻪ اي ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﺟﻮر ﭘﺮده ﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺳـﺮﻳﻊ
ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ اﻳﻨﺪ ،داﺷﺖ .او ﻣﻲ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳـﻚ ﺟـﻮك اﺳـﺖ
ﻫﺮﭼﻨﺪ زﻧﺎﻧﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﭘﺮده ﻫﺎي را اﻧﺘﺨﺎب ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ ﺑﻄﻮر
ﺟﺪي اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻫﺮ اﺗﺎﻗﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺟﻤﻊ و ﺟﻮر ﻣﻲ
ﻛﺮد ﺧﺎﻟﻲ و درﺧﺸﺎن ﺑﻮد .او دﻟﺶ ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ
اﻧﺒﻮه اﻳﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﻓﺎﻧﺘﺰي در ﻳﻚ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺟﺎي ﻛـﻮﭼﻜﻲ
ﺟﺎ داده ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .از ﻳﻚ اﺗﺎق ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺗﺎ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ،ﻧﻮﻋﻲ ﺟﺎي
ﻧﻮر ﺧﻮرﺷﻴﺪ ﺑﻮد .اﮔﺮ ﭼﻪ ﭼﺸﻤﻬﺎ را ﻛﻮر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘـﻲ ﺑـﻪ
درﺧﺸﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﺑﻌﺪازﻇﻬﺮ ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮدي -.او ﻣـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ
ﺻﺪاي ﺗﻠﻮﻳﺰﻳﻮن را ﺑﺸﻨﻮد.
30
ﭘﺎﺳﺦ دﻋﺎﻫﺎي ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ،در ﭼﻨﺪﻗﺪﻣﻲ ﺑﻮد .داﺷﺖ ﺑﺎزي ﺑﺎﻟﮕﻴﻢ ،
آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ از ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ ﻓﻬﻤﻴـﺪ ،ﺗﻤﺎﺷـﺎ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد.
ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﺑﻪ او ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﺮد.
او ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺗﻮ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ؟ و در را ﺑﻪ ﻧﻴﻤﻪ ﺑﺴﺖ.
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ﺗﻮ ﻫﻢ ﻳﻚ ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﻗﻬﻮه ﻣﻴﻞ داري .ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﭘﺴﺮم آن
را در ﻳﻚ ﺑﺎزي ﻛﺎﻧﺎل ورزﺷﻲ ،ﻛﺮﻳﺴﻤﺲ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ.
ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ ﺑﺪون آن ﭼﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻴﻢ ﺑﻜﻨﻴﻢ.
ﺑﺮ روي ﭘﻴﺸﺨﻮان اﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺟـﻮر وﺳـﺎﻳﻞ ﻻزم ،ﻗﻬـﻮه
ﺳﺎز ،ﭘﺨﺖ ﻏﺬا ،ﭼـﺎﻗﻮﺗﻴﺰﻛﻦ ،و ﺑﺮﺧـﻲ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻛـﻪ
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻧﺎم آﻧﻬﺎ را ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ ﻳـﺎ اﺳـﺘﻔﺎده ﻛﺮدﻧـﺸﺎن را ﺑﻠـﺪ
ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺗﺎزه و ﮔﺮان ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳـﻴﺪﻧﺪ .ﻃـﻮري ﻛـﻪ
ﺗﺎزه اﻧﮕﺎر از ﺑﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻨﺪي ﺷﺎن در آورده ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻳﺎ ﻫﺮ روز ﺑـﺮق
اﻧﺪاﺧﺘﻪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ.
او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺧﻮب ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﮔﺮ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ را ﺗﺤـﺴﻴﻦ ﻛﻨـﺪ .از
ﻗﻬﻮه ﺳﺎز) ﻗﻬﻮه ﺟﻮش ﺑﺮﻗﻲ( ﻛﻪ او داﺷﺖ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد،
ﺗﻌﺮﻳﻒ ﻛﺮد و ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ او و ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻨﺪ ﻳﻜﻲ
از آﻧﻬﺎ را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻨﺪ .اﻳﻦ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ -ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺑـﻪ
ﺷﻴﻮه اروﭘﺎﻳﻲ ﻋﺎدت ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻫﺮﺑﺎر ﻓﻘﻂ دو ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﻗﻬﻮه
درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﮔﻔﺖ" :آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﻪ ﻣـﺎ دادﻧـﺪ .ﭘـﺴﺮ و ﻫﻤـﺴﺮ ﭘـﺴﺮﻣﺎ" .آﻧﻬـﺎ در
ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻮﭘﺲ 31ﺑﻲ ﺳـﻲ ) ﺑـﺮﻳﺘﻴﺶ ﻛﻠﻤﺒﻴـﺎ -ﻳﻜـﻲ از اﻳﺎﻟﺘﻬـﺎي
ﻏﺮﺑﻲ ﻛﺎﻧﺎدا-م( زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮي ﺑﺮاﻳﻤـﺎن
ﻣﻲ ﻓﺮﺳﺘﻨﺪ ﺑﻴﺶ از آﻧﭽﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺘﻮاﻧﻴﻢ ﺑﻜﺎر ﺑﺒﻨﺪﻳﻢ .ﺑﻬﺘـﺮ ﺑـﻮد
اﮔﺮ ﭘﻮﻟﻬﺎ را ﺑﺮاي آﻣﺪن و دﻳﺪن ﻣﺎ ﺑﺠﺎي ﺧﺮﻳﺪن و ﻓﺮﺳﺘﺎدن
آن ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎ ،ﺧﺮج ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮدﻧﺪ.
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ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻴﻠﺴﻮﻓﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﻨﻢ آﻧﻬـﺎ ﺑـﻪ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ
ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن ﻣﺸﻐﻮﻟﻨﺪ".
" آﻧﻘﺪر ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﻧﺒﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ زﻣﺴﺘﺎن ﮔﺬﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﺎواﻳﻲ ﺑﺮوﻧﺪ.
ﺗﻮ اﻳﻦ را درك ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎ ﻛـﺴﺎن دﻳﮕـﺮي در ﺧـﺎﻧﻮاده
داﺷﺘﻴﻢ ،دم دﺳﺖ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ او ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻛﺴﻲ ﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ دارﻳﻢ.
او ﻗﻬﻮه را درون دو ﻟﻴﻮان ﻗﻬﻮه اي ﺳـﺮاﻣﻴﻜﻲ رﻳﺨـﺖ ﻛـﻪ از
ﺷﺎﺧﻪ ﻫﺎي درﺧﺖ ﺳﺮاﻣﻴﻜﻲ اي ﻛﻪ روي ﻣﻴﺰ ﺑﻮد ،ﺑﺮداﺷـﺘﻪ
ﺑﻮد.
ﻣﺮدم دارﻧﺪ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮﻧﺪ .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﺣـﺎﻻ
ﺑﺨﺖ آن را دارد ،اداﻣـﻪ داد :اﮔـﺮ آﻧﻬـﺎ از دﻳـﺪن ﻛـﺴﻲ ﻛـﻪ
ﺑﺮاﻳﺸﺎن اﻫﻤﻴﺖ دارد ،ﻣﺤﺮوم ﺷﻮﻧﺪ ،اﺣﺴﺎس اﻧﺪوه ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﺜﻼ .ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﻣﻦ.
" ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﻛﻪ ﺗﻮ ﮔﻔﺘﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻼﻗﺎﺗﺶ رﻓﺘﻲ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :رﻓﺘﻢ .ﻣﻨﻈﻮر آن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
ﺳﭙﺲ رﻓﺖ ﺳﺮ اﺻﻞ ﻣﻄﻠﺒﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ آﻣـﺪه ﺑـﻮد .اﻳـﺎ ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﭙﺬﻳﺮد ﻛﻪ اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴـﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧـﺪ .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻫﻔﺘﻪ .ﺑـﺮاي ﻳـﻚ ﻣﻼﻗـﺎت؟ ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ ﭼﻨـﺪﻣﺎﻳﻞ
راﻧﻨﺪﮔﻲ ﻃﻮل ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺸﻴﺪ .ﻳـﺎ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ دﻟـﺶ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫـﺪ ﻛﻤـﻲ
ﺑﺨﻮدش اﺳﺘﺮاﺣﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﺪ -.ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻧﻜـﺮده
ﺑﻮد .و ﻣﻲ ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺧﻮدش آن را ﭘﻴﺸﻨﻬﺎد دﻫﺪ -.اﮔﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﺪ ،او ﺧﻮدش ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺒﺮد ،ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺑﻪ
ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﻣﻬﻢ ﻧﺒﻮد .در ﺣﺎﻟﻴﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ داﺷﺖ ﺣﺮف ﻣـﻲ زد،
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او ﻟﺒﻬﺎي ﺑﺴﺘﻪ اش را ﺟﻨﺒﺎﻧﺪ و زﺑﺎن ﻧﻬﻔﺘﻪ اش را ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ
ﻣﺰه ﻣﺸﻜﻮﻛﻲ را ﺗﺸﺨﻴﺺ دﻫﺪ ،ﺣﺮﻛﺖ داد .ﺷﻴﺮ ﺑﺮاي ﻗﻬـﻮه
او و ﺑﺸﻘﺎﺑﻲ از ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ زﻧﺠﻔﻴﻞ آورد.
وﻗﺘﻲ داﺷﺖ ﺑﺸﻘﺎب ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ را روي ﻣﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ ﮔﻔـﺖ:
ﺧﺎﻧﮕﻲ ﺳﺖ .در ﺗُﻦ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﭼﺎﻟﺶ ﺑﻮد ﺗـﺎ ﭘـﺬﻳﺮاﻳﻲ.
آن را ﮔﻔﺖ و ﺗﺎ وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨـﺸﻴﻨﺪ ،ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻧﮕﻔـﺖ .ﺷـﻴﺮ در
ﻗﻬﻮه ﺧﻮدش رﻳﺨﺖ و آن را ﻫﻢ زد.
ﺑﻌﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻧﻪ.
" ﻧﻪ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ آن ﻛﺎر را ﺑﻜﻨﻢ .و دﻟﻴﻠﺶ اﻳﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ آﺷﻔﺘﻪ اش ﻛﻨﻢ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺻﺎدﻗﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﻔﺖ " :آﺷﻔﺘﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد؟"
" ﺑﻠﻪ .آﺷﺘﻔﻪ اش ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .اﻣﻜـﺎن ﻧـﺪارد اﻳﻨﻜـﺎر را ﺑﻜـﻨﻢ.
ﺑﻴﺎورﻣﺶ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ و ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﻤﺶ .ﮔﻴﺠﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
" وﻟﻲ درك ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ دﻳﺪار اﺳﺖ؟ ﺑﻄﻮر
ازﻣﺎﻳﺸﻲ ﻫﻢ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري را ﺗﻠﻘﻲ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ؟
ﮔﻔﺖ " :او ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﺑﺨﻮﺑﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﺪ.
اﻳﻦ را ﻃﻮري ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ﻛﺎري ﺗﻮﻫﻴﻦ ﺑﻪ اوﺑﺮي اﺳﺖ" .
اﻣﺎ ﻫﻨﻮز ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﺗﻌﻠﻴﻖ اﺳـﺖ .و ﺑﻌـﺪ ﻫﻤـﻪ ﭼﻴـﺰ را ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
آﻣﺎده ﻛﻨﻢ و او را داﺧﻞ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﮕـﺬارم .و او ﻣـﺮد ﮔﻨـﺪه اي
ﺳﺖ .رﺳﻴﺪن ﺑﻪ او آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻲ ،ﻫﻤﭽـﻴﻦ آﺳـﺎن
ﻫﻢ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﺑﺎﻳﺪ او را ﺗﻤﺮﻳﻦ دﻫﻢ ﺗﺎ ﺑﻪ داﺧﻞ ﻣﺎﺷﻴﻦ ﺑﺒـﺮم و
ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ و ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫﺎي آن را ﺑﺒﻨﺪم .اﮔﺮ ﻗﺮار ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻬﻤﻪ
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دردﺳﺮ را داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ ﺗـﺮﺟﻴﺢ ﻣـﻲ دﻫـﻢ او را ﺑـﺮاي ﺟـﺎي
ﺷﺎدي و ﺳﺮﮔﺮﻣﻲ ﺑﺒﺮم.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " :وﻟﻲ ﺣﺘﻲ اﮔﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻗﺒﻮل ﻛﻨﻢ ﻫﻤﻪ ي اﻳﻨﻬﺎ را
اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻢ؟" ﺗـﻦ ﺻـﺪاﻳﺶ را ﺑـﺸﻜﻞ اﻣﻴﺪواراﻧـﻪ و ﻣﻨﻄﻘـﻲ
ﻧﮕﻬﺪاﺷﺖ و اداﻣﻪ داد " :راﺳﺖ ﺳﺖ .ﺷﻤﺎ آﻧﻬﻤـﻪ دردﺳـﺮ را
ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻴﺪ".
ﺑﺎ ﺻﺮاﺣﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﺷﻤﺎ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﺪ .ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺷﻨﺎﺳـﻴﺪش .ﺷـﻤﺎ
ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻴﺪ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻴﺪ .او ﻧﻤـﻲ اﻳـﺴﺘﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺷـﻤﺎ ﻛﺎرﻫـﺎ را
ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ اﻧﺠﺎم دﻫﻴﺪ .ﻫﻤﻪ آن زﺣﻤﺘﻬـﺎ و ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎﻳﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﺑﻜﻨﻴﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﻧﺒﺎﻳﺪ اﺳﻢ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را دوﺑﺎره ﺑﻴﺎورد.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺧﺮﻳﺪ ﺑﺮده ﺷﻮد .ﻳﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻛﻪ ﻛـﺸﺘﻲ
ﻫﺎي درﻳﺎﭼﻪ دوﺑﺎره ﺷﺮوع ﺑﻪ ﻛﺎر ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ ،ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ
ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﻤﺎﺷﺎي آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺮود.
ﺑﻠﻨــﺪ ﺷــﺪ و ﺳــﻴﮕﺎرش را در آورد و ﻓﻨــﺪك را از ﺑﺎرﻳﻜــﻪ ي
ﺑﺎﻻي ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﺑﺮداﺷﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻴﺪ؟"
ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻧﻪ ،ﻣﺘﺸﻜﺮم .او ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﺴﺖ ﻛـﻪ دارد ﺳـﻴﮕﺎر ﺑـﻪ او
ﺗﻌﺎرف ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد.
" ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﻜﺸﻴﺪي؟ ﻳﺎ ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدي؟
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدم"
" ﺟﻨﺪ وﻗﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ ﺑﻮد؟"
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ﻛﻤﻲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد " .ﺳﻲ ﺳﺎل ﭘﻴﺶ .ﻧﻪ .ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮ"
او ﻧﺰدﻳﻜﻴﻬﺎي آﺷﻨﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺎ ژاﻛﻲ ،ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد ﺳـﻴﮕﺎر را
ﺗﺮك ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﺑﻴﺎورد ﻛﻪ اول ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮده ﺑـﻮد
ﻳﺎ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﭘﺎداش ﺑﺰرﮔﻲ ﺑﺮاي ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدن ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﮔﻴﺮش ﻣـﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻳﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ وﻗﺘﺶ رﺳﻴﺪه ﻛـﻪ ﺗـﺮك
ﻛﻨﺪ ،اﻳﻨﻚ او از ﻛﺸﻴﺪن ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻛﺎﻣﻠﻦ ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ داﺷﺖ.
او) ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي( ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻣﻦ ﺗﺮك ﻛـﺮدن را ﺗـﺮك ﻛـﺮده ام.
ﺗﺼﻤﻴﻢ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮك ﻛﺮدن را ﺗﺮك ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻫﻤﻴﻦ.
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻴﻦ و ﭼﺮوك ﺷـﺪن ﺻـﻮرت دﻟﻴـﻞ ﺗـﺮك
ﻛﺮدن ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ -ﻳﻚ زن -ﺑﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد زﻧﺎﻧﻴﻜـﻪ
ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﻨﺪ ﭼﺮوﻛﻬﺎي ﺧﺎﺻﻲ در ﭼﻬﺮه ﺷﺎن ﭘﻴﺪا ﻣـﻲ
ﺷﻮد .اﻣﺎ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ آن ﭼﺮوﻛﻬﺎ از آﻓﺘﺎب ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ
ﻓﻘﻂ ﻃﺒﻴﻌﺖ ﭘﻮﺳﺖ ﺷﺎن ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﮔﺮدﻧﺶ ﺑﻄﻮر ﻗﺎﺑﻞ ﺗﻮﺟﻪ اي
ﭼﺮوك داﺷﺖ .ﮔﺮدن ﭼﺮوﻛﻴﺪه ،ﭘﺮ از ﺟـﻮاﻧﻲ و ﺳـﻴﻨﻪ ﻫـﺎي
ﻧﻮك ﺑﺎﻻ .زﻧﺎن ﻫﻢ ﺳﻦ او ﻣﻌﻤﻮﻟﻦ اﻳﻦ ﺗﻨﺎﻗﺾ ﻫﺎ را داﺷﺘﻨﺪ.
ﻧﻘﺎط زﺷﺖ و زﻳﺒﺎ .ﻳﻚ ﺷﺎﻧﺲ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺪﺷﻨﺎﺳﻲ ژﻧﺘﻴﻜﻲ ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﺑـﺎ
ﻫﻢ ﺗﻠﻔﻴﻖ ﺷﺪﻧﺪ .زﻧﺎن اﻧﺪﻛﻲ زﻳﺒﺎﻳﻲ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ﺧﻮدﺷﺎن را ﺣﻔﻆ
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﻫﺮ ﭼﻨﺪ ﺑﺼﻮرت ﺳﺎﻳﻪ اي ،ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ داﺷﺖ.
و ﺷﺎﻳﺪ واﻗﻌﻦ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ .ﺷﺎﻳﺪ او ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد
ﭼﻮن او ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ را از وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺟﻮان ﺑﻮد ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﻨﺎﺧﺖ .وﻗﺘـﻲ
اوﺑﺮي ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﺴﺮش ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮﻳـﺴﺖ ،دﺧﺘـﺮي ﭘـﺮ از ﺣﺮﻓﻬـﺎي
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ﺗﻤﺴﺨﺮ و ﺑﻲ اﺣﺘﺮاﻣﻲ ﻣﻲ دﻳـﺪ ،ﺑـﺎ ﻛﺠـﻲ ﭼـﺸﻢ آﺑـﻲ اش،
ﻟﺒﻬﺎي ﺟﻤﻊ ﺷﺪه ﺑﻪ دور ﺳﻴﮕﺎر ﻣﻤﻨﻮع؟
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﮔﻔﺖ :ﭘﺲ ﻫﻤـﺴﺮ ﺷـﻤﺎ اﻓـﺴﺮده اﺳـﺖ؟ اﺳـﻢ
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ ﺷﻤﺎ ﭼﻴﺴﺖ؟ ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ.
" ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ"
" ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ .و اﺳﻢ ﺷﻤﺎ؟ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨـﻮن ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ
ﺷﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :اﺳﻤﻢ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ اﺳﺖ.
او دﺳﺘﺎﻧﺶ را ﺑﻄﻮر ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮه اي روي ﻣﻴﺰ رﻫﺎ ﻛﺮد.
"ﺳﻼم ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ .ﻣﻦ ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
و ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺣﺎﻻ ﻣﺎ اﺳﻢ ﻫﻤﺪﻳﮕﺮ را ﻣﻲ داﻧﻴﻢ- .در ﺧـﻮد ﺗﻜـﺮار
ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ)م ،(.دﻟﻴﻠﻲ ﻧﺪارد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ دﻗﻴﻘﻦ ﻧﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﭼـﻪ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .ﻧﻤﻲ داﻧﻢ اﮔﺮ او ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﭼﺸﻢ دوﺧﺘﻪ ﺗﺮا
ﻣﻲ ﻧﮕﺮد ،ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﻧﻪ .از او ﻧﻤﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﻢ و او ﺑـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
ﻧﺨﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ .ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﻳـﻚ ﻓـﺎﻧﺘﺰي ﮔـﺬرا ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .اﻣـﺎ
اﺣﺴﺎس ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ او را ﺑﻪ آﻧﺠﺎ ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﻢ اﮔـﺮ
ﻣﺎﺟﺮا اﻳﻦ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻴﺶ از اﻳﻦ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ
ﭘﻴﺸﺎﭘﻴﺶ رﻳﺴﻚ ﻛـﻨﻢ .ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺧـﻮاﻫﻢ او ﺳـﺮﺧﻮرده ﺷـﻮد و
ﻫﻤﻴﻨﻄﻮر ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﺑﻜﺸﺪ .ﺑﺎ او ﭘﺮ از ﺧﺎﻃﺮه ﻫﺴﺘﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ
ﺷﻜﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ .ﻫﻴﭻ ﻛﻤﻜﻲ ﻧﺪارم .ﻣﻦ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ اﻳﻨﺠـﺎ ﻫـﺴﺘﻢ.
ﻣﻦ آن ﺗﻨﻬﺎﻳﻢ.

۵۴

۵۵

ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺗﺎ ﻛﻨﻮن ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗـﺖ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻛﺮدﻳـﺪ – ﻣﻴـﺪاﻧﻢ
ﺑﺮاي ﺷﻤﺎ ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺳﺨﺖ اﺳﺖ -ﺗﺎﻛﻨﻮن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدﻳﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑـﺮاي
ﺧﻮدش ﻫﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺷﺪه او ﺑﻪ ﻣﻴﺪاوﻟﻴﻚ ﺑﺮود؟
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ اورد ﻃﻮري ﻛﻪ زﻣﺰﻣﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ اﻣﺎ او ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ
آﻣﺪ ﻛﻪ ﻧﻴﺎز داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ را ﭘﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﺑﻴﺎورد.
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻧﻪ.ﻣﻦ او را ﻫﻤﻴﻨﺠﺎ ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارم".
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ و ﺑﺰرﮔـﻮاري ﺷـﻤﺎ را ﻣـﻲ
رﺳﺎﻧﺪ .اﻣﻴﺪوار ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﻛﻠﻤﻪ ي ﺑﺰرﮔﻮاري ،ﭼﺎﭘﻠﻮﺳـﻲ ﺗﻌﺒﻴـﺮ
ﻧﺸﻮد .ﭼﻨﺎن ﻣﻨﻈﻮري ﻧﺪاﺷﺖ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺷﻤﺎ اﻳﻨﺠﻮر ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻴـﺪ .ﺑﺰرﮔـﻮاري ﭼﻴـﺰي
ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ دارم ﺑﻪ آن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ".
" ﻫﻨﻮز .آﺳﺎن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ".
" ﻧﻪ .آﺳﺎن ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .اﻣﺎ ﺷﺮاﻳﻄﻲ ﻛﻪ دارم ،ﭼﺎره دﻳﮕﺮي ﻧﺪارم.
ﭘﻮﻟﻲ ﻧﺪارم ﻛﻪ او را در آﻧﺠـﺎ ﻧﮕـﻪ دارم ﻣﮕـﺮ اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ را
ﺑﻔﺮوﺷ ـﻢ .ﺧﺎﻧــﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻳــﺴﺖ ﻛــﻪ ﻣــﺎ ﻫــﺮ دو دارﻳــﻢ .در ﻏﻴــﺮ
اﻳﻨﺼﻮرت ﻣﻦ ﻫﻴﭻ ﻣﻨﺒﻊ ﻣﺎﻟﻲ دﻳﮕـﺮي ﻧـﺪارم .ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ آﻳﻨـﺪه
ﺣﻘﻮق ﺑﺎزﻧﺸﺴﺘﮕﻲ او و ﺧﻮدم را ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ داﺷـﺖ .وﻟـﻲ در آن
ﺻﻮرت ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻢ ﻫﺰﻳﻨﻪ ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري اش در آﻧﺠﺎ را ﻣﻲ
دادم و ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﺘﻜﻲ ﺑﻮدم .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛـﻪ ﺟـﺎي ﺧﺎﺻـﻲ ﺑـﺮاﻳﻢ
دارد .ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻣﻦ اﺳﺖ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺧﻴﻠﻲ زﻳﺒﺎﺳﺖ.
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" ﺧﻮب .درﺳﺖ اﺳﺖ .ﺧﻴﻠﻲ ﺑﻪ آن ﻣﻲ رﺳﻢ .ﺗﻌﻤﻴـﺮش ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ و آن را آﻣﺎده ﻧﮕﻪ ﻣﻲ دارم .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺧﻮاﻫﻢ از دﺳﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﻢ.
" ﻧﻪ  .دﻟﻴﻠﺶ را ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻢ".
او ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺷﺮﻛﺖ ،ﻣﺎ را ﺧﺸﻚ و ﺧﺎﻟﻲ رﻫﺎ ﻛﺮد " .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻤﻪ
ي آﻣﺪن و رﻓـﺘﻦ را ﻧﻤـﻲ داﻧـﻢ اﻣـﺎ او را از ﺷـﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﻴـﺮون
راﻧﺪﻧﺪ .ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﺧﺘﻢ ﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻪ او ﮔﻔﺘﻨـﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﺷـﺮﻛﺖ ﭘـﻮل
ﺑﺪﻫﻜﺎر اﺳﺖ و وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺳﻌﻲ ﻛﺮدم ﺑﻔﻬﻢ ﭼـﻪ ﺑـﻪ ﭼـﻪ
اﺳﺖ او رﻓﺖ و ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﻫﻴﭻ رﺑﻄﻲ ﻧﺪارد .ﭼﻴـﺰي ﻛـﻪ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ ﻛﺎر اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧـﻪ اي ﻛـﺮد .اﻣـﺎ ﻣـﻦ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺑﺎﻳـﺴﺖ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻲ ﭘﺮﺳﺪﻳﻢ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دﻟﻴﻞ ﻫﻢ ﺳﺎﻛﺖ ﻣﺎﻧـﺪم .ﺷـﻤﺎ
ازدواج ﻛﺮده اﻳﺪ .ﺷـﻤﺎ ازدواج ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻴـﺪ .ﺷـﻤﺎ ﻣـﻲ داﻧﻴـﺪ
ﭼﮕﻮﻧﻪ اﺳﺖ .ﺳﺮﮔﺮم ﺧﻮدم ﺑﻮدم ﻛﻪ آن را درﻳﺎﺑﻢ ،ﻗـﺮار ﺷـﺪ
ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﺳﻔﺮ ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ و ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ از آن ﺧﻼص ﺷﻮم .ﻃﻲ ﺳـﻔﺮ
از اﻳﻦ وﻳﺮوس ﺑﻴﻤﺎر ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ از آن ﻫﺮﮔﺰ ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه
اي و ﺑﻪ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻣﻲ رود و ﻫﻤﺎن اورا ﺑﻪ زﻣﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺑﺪ ﺷﺎﻧﺴﻲ.
" ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم اﻳﻦ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﺪا ﺑﻴﻤﺎر ﺷﺪ .اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎد .دﻳﮕـﺮ
از ﻣﻦ ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ و ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ از او ﻋﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻢ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ اﺳﺖ .ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ را ﻋـﻮض ﻛﻨـﻲ ).زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ را
ﺷﻜﺴﺖ ﺑﺪﻫﻲ(.
زﺑﺎﻧﺶ را ﻣﺜﻞ ﮔﺮﺑﻪ ﻣﻴـﺎن ﻟﺒﻬـﺎﻳﺶ ﭼﺮﺧﺎﻧـﺪ وﻗﺘـﻲ داﺷـﺖ
ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ را ﺗﻜﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ".ﻃﻮري ﺣﺮف ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻓﻴﻠﺴﻮف

۵۶

۵٧

ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .اﻳﻨﻄﻮر ﺣﺮف ﻧﻤﻲ زﻧﻢ؟ ﺑﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻲ ﮔﻮﻳﻨﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻦ
ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﭘﺮوﻓﺴﻮر داﻧﺸﮕﺎه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪم"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺧﻴﻠﻲ وﻗﺖ ﭘﻴﺶ"
ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﮔﻔﺖ :ﺷﺮط ﻣﻲ ﺑﻨـﺪم ﻛـﻪ ﻣـﻲ داﻧـﻢ ﺑـﻪ ﭼـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي دارﻳﺪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻴﺪ .ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻴـﺪ ﻳـﻚ ﻧﻔـﺮ ﻣﺜـﻞ
ﻣﻴﺴﻴﻮﻧﺮﻫﺎي دﻳﻨﻲ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ".
" ﻣﻦ آن ﻃﻮر ﻗﻀﺎوت ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﻢ .زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﺷﻤﺎﺳﺖ.
" ﺑﻠﻪ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺖ".
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﻬﺘﺮ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻳﻚ ﺣﺎﻟـﺖ ﺑـﻲ ﻃﺮﻓﺎﻧـﻪ اي ﺧـﺘﻢ
ﻛﻨﻨﺪ .ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دﻟﻴﻞ از او ﭘﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﺷﻮﻫﺮش ﺗﺎﺑﺴﺘﺎﻧﻬﺎ در ﻳﻚ
ﻣﻐﺎزه ي اﺑﺰارآﻻت ﻛﺎر ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺪرﺳﻪ ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ.
ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻫﺮﮔﺰ در ﺑﺎره آن ﭼﻴﺰي ﻧﺸﻨﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ .ﻣﻦ ﺑـﺰرﮔﺶ
ﻧﻜﺮدم".
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ اﺣﺴﺎس ﻛﺮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻫﻤﺴﺮ اوﺑﺮي ،ﻣﺎرﻳـﺎن ،ﺑـﻪ ﺟـﺎﻳﻲ
ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﺪ .او ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﭼﻪ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﻣـﻲ داﺷـﺖ ﺗـﺎ ﺑـﺎ
ﺣﺴﺎدت ﺟﻨﺴﻲ زن ،ﻳﺎ ﺳﺮﺳﺨﺘﻲ ،ﻛﻠﻪ ﺷﻘﻲ ﺣﺴﺎدت زﻧﺎﻧـﻪ
ﺗﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻫﻴﭻ درﻛـﻲ ﻧﺪاﺷـﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﭼﮕﻮﻧـﻪ
ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ ﻣﺴﺎﻳﻞ ﻧﮕﺎه ﻛﻨﺪ .و ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻠﺤـﺎظ اﻓـﺴﺮدﮔﻲ،
ﮔﻔﺘﮕﻮ در ﻣﺴﻴﺮي ﻧﺒﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ آﺷـﻨﺎ ﺑـﻮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﺑـﺮاي
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺻﺤﺒﺘﻬﺎﻳﻲ ﺑﺮاﻳﺶ ﺗﺪاﻋﻲ ﺷﺪ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﺎ اﻓـﺮاد ﺧـﺎﻧﻮده و
ﺧﻮﻳﺸﺎن ،ﺣﺘﻲ ﺑﺎ ﻣﺎدرش داﺷﺖ ،ﺟﻮري ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﺮد و ﭘﻮل را اولِ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ ﻣﻲ داﻧﺴﺖ .آﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻌﺘﻘﺪ ﺑﻮدﻧﺪ ﻛـﻪ
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وﻗﺘﻲ آدﻣﻲ ﻛﻪ آﻧﻄﻮر ﻓﻜﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،از آن روﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ راﺑﻄﻪ
ي ﻣﻠﻤﻮس ﺑﺎ واﻗﻌﻴﺖ را از دﺳﺖ داده اﺳﺖ .آن ﻃـﻮري ﺑـﻮد
ﻛــﻪ ﻣﺎرﻳــﺎن او را دﻗﻴﻘــﺎ ﻣــﻲ دﻳــﺪ .آدم اﺣﻤﻘــﻲ ﻛــﻪ ﭘــﺮ از
داﻧﺴﺘﻨﻴﻬﺎي ﻣﻬﻤﻞ ﺑﺎ ﭘﻴﻮﻧـﺪﻫﺎي ﺑـﺎ ﺣﻘﻴﻘـﺖ زﻧـﺪﮔﻲ ﺳـﺖ.
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ او ﻧﮕﺮان ﻧﮕﻪ داﺷﺘﻨﺶ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺧـﻮد ﻧﺒـﻮد و ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﺮود دﻧﺒﺎل روﻳﺎﻫـﺎي ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ دﺳـﺖ و دل ﺑﺎزاﻧـﻪ ي
ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺪ دﻳﮕﺮي را ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎل ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭼﻪ اﺣﻤﻘﺎﻧـﻪ .
او ﺑﻪ ﭼﻪ ﭼﻴﺰي دارد اﻻن ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ او ﺑﻮدن ،او را ﻧﺎاﻣﻴـﺪ ،ﻋـﺼﺒﺎﻧﻲ و ﺑـﺎﻻﺧﺮه
ﻏﻤﮕـﻴﻦ ﻛـﺮد .ﭼـﺮا؟ ﺑــﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻧﻤـﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺖ ﺑﺨــﻮد
ﺑﻘﺒﻮﻻﻧﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺎ ﻛﺴﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﺜﻞ او ﺗﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻣـﻲ
ﺗﺮﺳﻴﺪ ﺳﺮاﻧﺠﺎم ﺣﻖ ﺑﺎ آﻧﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؟ ﺑﺎ اﻳﻦ ﺣﺎل ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ
ﺑﺎ او ﻳﺎ ﺑﺎ دﺧﺘﺮاﻧـﻲ ﻣﺜـﻞ او ازدواج ﻛـﺮده ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ اﮔـﺮ ﭘـﺸﺖ
ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻜﻪ او از آن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ ،ﻗﺮار ﻣـﻲ ﮔﺮﻓـﺖ .او ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ وﺳﻮﺳـﻪ
اﻧﮕﻴﺰ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻟﻦ ﺑﺮاي ﻻس زدن .آﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻛـﭙﻠﺶ
را روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺟﺎﺑﺠﺎ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،دﻫـﺎن ﻏﻨﭽـﻪ اي،
ﺳﺎﻳﻪ اي از ﭼﺸﻢ زﻫﺮه رﻓﺘﻦ – ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛـﻪ ﻛـﻢ و ﺑـﻴﺶ
ﻣﻌﺼﻮﻣﻴﺖ ﻋﺎﻣﻴﺎﻧﻪ در ﻻس زدن ﻣـﺮدم ﻳـﻚ ﺷـﻬﺮ ﻛﻮﭼـﻚ
وﺟﻮد داﺷﺖ.
او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ اﻣﻴﺪواري اي ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ اوﺑـﺮي را اﻧﺘﺨـﺎب
ﻛﺮده ﺑﻮد .ﻇﺎﻫﺮ ﺧﻮب ،ﺷﻐﻞ ﻓﺮوﺷﻨﺪﮔﻲ اش ،اﻧﺘﻈﺎرات ﻳﻘـﻪ
ﺳﻔﻴﺪش .او ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺑﺎورﻫﺎﻳﻲ ﻣﻲ داﺷـﺖ از اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻋـﺎﻗﺒﺘﺶ
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ﺑﻬﺘﺮ از اﻳﻨـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺑـﻮد ،ﻣـﻲ ﺷـﺪ .و اﻳﻨﻄـﻮر ﺑـﺮاي ﻫـﺮ آدم
ﻋﻤﻠﮕﺮاﻳﻲ ﭘﻴﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻳﺪ .ﻋﻠﻴﺮﻏﻢ ﻣﺤﺎﺳﺒﺎﺗﺸﺎن ،ﺣـﺲ زﻧـﺪه
ﻣﺎﻧﺪﻧﺸﺎن ،آﻧﻬﺎ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﻣﻨﻄﻘﻲ اي داﺷﺘﻨﺪ ،ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
اﺳﺖ ﮔﻴﺮ ﻧﻴﺎورﻧﺪ .ﺑﻲ ﺗﺮدﻳﺪ ﻣﻨﺼﻔﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ.
اوﻟﻴﻦ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ در آﺷﭙﺰﺧﺎﻧﻪ دﻳﺪ ،ﭼﺸﻤﻚ زدن ﭼﺮاﻏﻲ ﺑﻮد
ﻛﻪ در ﭘﻴﺎﻣﮕﻴﺮ آن ﺧﺎﻣﻮش و روﺷﻦ ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ .او ﻫﻤﺎن ﭼﻴﺰي
ﻛﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﺸﻪ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ .دﻛﻤـﻪ را ﭘـﻴﺶ از
در آوردن ﻛﺖ اش ﻓﺸﺎر داد.
" ﺳﻼم ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ .اﻣﻴﺪوارم درﺳﺖ ﮔﺮﻓﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﻢ .ﺑﻪ ﭼﻨـﺪ ﭼﻴـﺰ
ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم .ﻳﻚ ﺑﺮﻧﺎﻣـﻪ رﻗـﺺ روز ﺷـﻨﺒﻪ ﺷـﺐ در ﻟﮕﻴـﻮن
 ، Legionﺷﻬﺮﻣﺎن اﺳﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻲ رﺳﺪ ﺑـﺮاي ﻣﺠﺮدﻫـﺎ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﻣﻦ در ﻛﻤﻴﺘﻪ ﻧﻬﺎرﺷﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ و ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻣﻌﻨـﻲ ﺳـﺖ
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻢ ﻳﻚ ﻧﻔﺮ ﻣﻬﻤﺎن ﺑﻄﻮر راﻳﮕﺎن ﺑﺎ ﺧﻮد ﺑﺒﺮم .ﺑﺮاي
ﻫﻤﻴﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﺎﺷﻲ ﺑﻴﺎﻳﻲ؟ وﻗﺘﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﻦ زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰن".
ﺻﺪاي زن ﺑﺎ ﻳﻚ ﺷﻤﺎره ﻣﺤﻠﻲ .ﺳـﭙﺲ ﻫﻤـﺎن ﺻـﺪا دوﺑـﺎره
ﺷﺮوع ﻛﺮد ﺑﻪ ﮔﻔـﺘﻦ ".ﻣـﻦ ﻫﻤـﻴﻦ اﻻن ﻣﺘﻮﺟـﻪ ﺷـﺪم ﻛـﻪ
ﻓﺮاﻣﻮش ﻛﺮده ام ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﺧﻮب اﺣﺘﻤـﺎﻻ ﺻـﺪاﻳﻢ را
ﺷﻨﺎﺧﺘﻪ اي .ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﻫﻨﻮز ﺑﻪ اﻳـﻦ دﺳـﺘﮕﺎﻫﻬﺎ ﻋـﺎدت
ﻧﻜﺮده ام .و ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻓﻬﻤﻢ ﻣﺠﺮد ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ و
ﻣﻨﻈﻮرم ﻫﻢ اﻧﻄﻮر ﻧﺒﻮد .ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﻣﺠـﺮد ﻧﻴـﺴﺘﻢ .اﻣـﺎ ﺿـﺮري
ﻧﺪارد ﮔﺎﻫﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوﻳﻢ .اﮔﺮ ﻣﺎﻳﻠﻲ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﻲ ﺑﻪ ﻣـﻦ زﻧـﮓ

۵٩

۶٠

ﺑﺰﻧﻲ و اﮔﺮ ﻧﻴﺴﺘﻲ ،ﻻزم ﺑﻪ ﻣﺰاﺣﻤﺖ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ .ﻓﻘﻂ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛـﺮدم
ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﺨﻮاﻫﻲ ﺑﻴﺮون ﺑﺮوي .ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﺣـﺪس
ﻣﻲ زﻧﻢ ﻛﻪ ﻗﺒﻼن ﮔﻔﺘـﻪ ام ﻛـﻪ ﻫـﺴﺘﻢ .او.ﻛـﻲ .ﭘـﺲ ﺧـﺪا
ﺣﺎﻓﻆ".
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ در ﭘﻴﺎم ﮔﻴﺮ ﺑﺎ ﺻﺪاﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ او درﺧﺎﻧﻪ اش ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد،
ﻓﺮق ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد .ﻳﻚ ﻛﻢ ﺑﺎ ﺻـﺪاي ﭘﻴـﺎم اوﻟـﺶ ﻓـﺮق داﺷـﺖ.
ﭼﻴﺰي در ﻳﻚ ﺛﺎﻧﻴﻪ .ﻳﻚ ﺣﺮﻛﺖ ﻋﺼﺐ .ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﻬﻞ اﻧﮕـﺎري
ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ،ﻳﻚ ﺷﺘﺎﺑﺰدﮔﻲ در ﺑﺮﻗﺮاري راﺑﻄﻪ ،و ﺑﻲ ﺗﻔـﺎوﺗﻲ ﺑـﻪ
وا ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻦ ﻫﺮ ﭼﻪ ﭘﻴﺶ آﻳﺪ.
ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در او اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﭼﻪ وﻗﺖ اﺗﻔﺎق اﻓﺘﺎده
ﺑﻮد؟ اﮔﺮ ﺑﻼﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ روي داده ﺑﻮد ،او ﺑﺎ ﻣﻮﻗﻔﻴﺖ ﺗﻮاﻧـﺴﺘﻪ ﺑـﻮد
ﺗﻤﺎم وﻗﺘﻲ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ ﭘـﻴﺶ اش ﺑـﻮد ﭘﻨﻬـﺎن ﻛﻨـﺪ .ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
اﺣﺘﻤﺎل دارد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺘﺪرﻳﺞ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ در او ﺑﻮﺟﻮد آﻣﺪه ﺑﺎﺷﺪ؛ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ
ﭘﺲ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ از ﭘﻴـﺸﺶ رﻓـﺖ .ﻧـﻪ ﺿـﺮورﺗﺎ ﻫﻤـﻪ ي
ﺟﺎذﺑﻪ ﻫﺎﻳﺶ را ﺑﻬﻢ رﻳﺨﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﻓﻔﻘﻂ درك اﻳﻨﻜـﻪ او ﻳـﻚ
اﻣﻜﺎن ﺑﻮد .ﻛﻢ و ﺑﻴﺶ ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﺧﻮدش ﺑﻮد .اﻣﻜﺎﻧﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﺷـﺎﻳﺪ او
ﻛﻮﺷﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ دﻧﺒﺎﻟﺶ را ﺑﮕﻴﺮد.
اﻣﺎ او ﻛﻤﻲ ﺣﺎﻟﺖ ﻋﺼﺒﻲ داﺷـﺖ وﻗﺘـﻲ او اوﻟـﻴﻦ ﺣﺮﻛـﺖ را
ﻛﺮد .او ﺧﻮدش را در ﺧﻄـﺮ اﻧـﺪاﺧﺖ .ﭼﻘـﺪر از او را ﮔﺮاﻧـﺖ
ﻫﻨﻮز ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺖ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﺪ .ﻋﻤﻮﻣﺎ آﺳﻴﺐ ﭘﺬﻳﺮي ﻳـﻚ زن ﺑﻴـﺸﺘﺮ
ﻣﻲ ﺷﻮد وﻗﺘﻲ زﻣﺎن ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬرد ﺗﺎ راﺑﻄﻪ ﻋﻤﻴﻘﺘﺮ ﺷـﻮد .ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ در آﻏﺎز ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻲ اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ اﺷـﺎره اي
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از ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰ ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻴﺸﺘﺮش ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ .ﺣﺲ رﺿﺎﻳﺘﺒﺨﺸﻲ
ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻲ داد .ﭼﺮا اﻧﻜﺎر ﻛﺮد؟ ﺣﺲ رﺿﺎﻳﺖ ﺑﺨﺸﻲ ﻛﻪ او را ﺑﻪ
ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺎﻧﺪ .ﺟﻴﺰي ﺑﻴﺪارش ﻣﻲ ﻛﺮد ﻣﺜﻞ ﺳﻮﺳﻮ زدن،
ﻣﺎت ﺑﺮ ﺷﺨﺼﻴﺖ ﻇـﺎﻫﺮي او .ﺿـﻌﻒ او ﺑـﻪ ﻧﻴـﺎز داﺷـﺘﻦ در
ﺻﺪاي ﻛﺞ ﺧﻠﻘﺎﻧﻪ ي ﻣﺸﻬﻮدش؛ ﺷﻨﻴﺪه ﻣﻲ ﺷﺪ.
ﻗﺎرچ و ﺗﺨﻢ ﻣﺮﻏﻬﺎ را آورد ﺗﺎ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﻮدش اﻣﻠﺖ درﺳﺖ ﻛﻨﺪ.
ﺳﭙﺲ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺧﻮب اﺳﺖ ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻨﻮﺷﺪ.
ﻫﺮ ﭼﻴﺰي ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺑﻮد- .ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺖ داﺷﺖ  -ﻫﺮﭼﻴـﺰي ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ
اﺳﺖ؟ ﻣﺜﻼ اﮔﺮ او ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺖ ،ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺖ او را ﺗﺴﻠﻴﻢ ﻛﻨﺪ،
او را ﺑﺮﺳﺎﻧﺪ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ او رﺿﺎﻳﺖ دﻫـﺪ ﺗـﺎ اوﺑـﺮي را ﺑـﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧـﺎ
ﺑﺮﮔﺮداﻧﺪ؟ و ﻧﻪ اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻳﻚ ﻣﻼﻗﺎت ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺑﻠﻜﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺑـﺎﻗﻲ
ﻋﻤﺮ اوﺑﺮي ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .و ﭼﻪ ﺑﺮ ﺳﺮ ﺧﻮدش و ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ اﮔـﺮ
اوﺑﺮي را ﺑﻪ ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﺗﺤﻮﻳﻞ ﻣﻲ داد؟
ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﺑﺎﻳﺪ روي ﺻﻨﺪﻟﻲ اش در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ و ﻣﻨﺘﻈﺮ
اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ او ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻳﺎ اﺣﺘﻤﺎﻟﻦ ﻧﻨﺸـﺴﺘﻪ اﺳـﺖ .ﺑـﺎ اﻧﺠـﺎم
ﻛﺎري ﺳﺮش را ﮔﺮم ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻪ اوﺑﺮي ﻏﺬا دﻫﺪ
در ﻓﺎﺻﻠﻪ اي ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻣﺸﻐﻮل ﺧﺮﻳﺪن ﻗﺎرچ و ﺑﺮﮔـﺸﺖ ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﻮد .او ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺣﺎﻻ ﺳـﺮﮔﺮم آﻣـﺎده ﻛـﺮدن اوﺑـﺮي
ﺑﺮاي رﻓﺘﻦ ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﺑﺎﺷﺪ اﻣـﺎ ﺑـﺎ ﻫـﺮ ﭼﻴـﺰ در ﻫﻤـﻪ ي
ﺣﺎﻟﺘﻬﺎ ﺣﻮاﺳﺶ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻠﻔﻦ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑﺎﺷـﺪ .ﻣﻤﻜـﻦ اﺳـﺖ ﺣـﺴﺎب
ﻛﺮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﭼﻘﺪر ﻃﻮل ﻣﻲ ﻛﺸﺪ ﺗﺎ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ.
ﻧﺸﺎﻧﻲ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ در راﻫﻨﻤﺎي ﺗﻠﻔـﻦ ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ ﺑـﻪ او ﻳـﻚ اﻧـﺪازه ي

۶١

۶٢

ﺗﺨﻤﻴﻨﻲ داده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺣﺪودا ﻛﺠﺎ زﻧﺪﮔﻲ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺣـﺴﺎب
ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ﭼﻘﺪر ﻃﻮل ﻣﻲ ﻛـﺸﺪ ﺑـﻪ ﺧﺎﻧـﻪ ﺑﺮﺳـﺪ و آن را ﺑـﻪ
ﻣﺪﺗﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﺧﺮﻳﺪن از ﺳﻮﭘﺮي ﻛـﻪ ) ﺑـﺎ در ﻧﻈـﺮ ﮔـﺮﻓﺘﻦ
ﺳﻮﭘﺮي ﻛﻪ ﻣﺮدﻫﺎي ﺗﻨﻬـﺎ از آن ﻫـﺮ روز ﺧﺮﻳـﺪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻨﻨـﺪ(
اﺿﺎﻓﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﺳﭙﺲ ﻣﻘﺪار زﻣﺎن ﻣﺸﺨﺼﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﮔﺬرد ﺗﺎ
ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ و ﭘﻴﺎم را ﺑﺸﻨﻮد ،ﺗﻌﻴﻴﻦ ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨـﺪ .و آن زﻣـﺎن
ﻛﻪ ﺳﻜﻮت وادار ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﺪ ،ﺑﻪ ﭼﻴﺰﻫـﺎي دﻳﮕـﺮ ﻣـﻲ اﻧﺪﻳـﺸﺪ.
ﭘﻴﺎﻣﻬﺎي دﻳﮕﺮي ﻛﻪ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﺴﺖ داﺷﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﭘﻴﺶ از اﻳﻨﻜﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ .ﻳﺎ ﺷﺎﻳﺪ ﺷﺎم ﺑﻴﺮون دﻋﻮت ﺷﻮد ،ﻳﺎ ﻣﻼﻗـﺎﺗﻲ ﻛـﻪ
آﻧﻘﺪر ﻣﻬﻢ ﺑﻮده ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ ﻫﻴﭻ وﺟﻪ ﻧﺘﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ﺳﺮ وﻗﺖ ﺑـﻪ
ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﺑﺮﺳﺪ .ﭼﻪ ﻏﺮوري از ﺳـﻮي او .ﻣﺎرﻳـﺎن ﺟـﺪاي از ﻫﻤـﻪ
ﭼﻴﺰ ،زن ﺣﺴﺎﺳﻲ ﺑﻮد .اوزود ﺗﺮ از وﻗﺖ ﻣﻌﻤﻮل ﺑﻪ رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب
ﻣﻲ رﻓﺖ ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﻧﻤﻲ رﺳﻴﺪ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻪ
ﻫﺮ ﺣﺎل ﺟﻔﺖ ﺧﻮﺑﻲ ﺑﺮاي رﻗﺺ ﺑﺎﺷﺪ .ﺑـﻴﺶ از ﺣـﺪ ﺷـﻖ و
رق و ﭘﺮوﻓﺴﻮري.
ﻛﻨﺎر ﺗﻠﻔﻦ اﻳـﺴﺘﺎد .ﺑـﻪ ﻣﺠﻠـﻪ ﭼـﺸﻢ دوﺧـﺖ اﻣـﺎ ﮔﻮﺷـﻲ را
ﺑﺮﻧﺪاﺷﺖ ﺗﺎ دوﺑﺎره زﻧﮓ ﺑﺰﻧﺪ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ .ﻣﺎرﻳﺎن ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .در اﻧﺒﺎري زﻳﺮ زﻣﻴﻦ ﺑﻮدم ﺗﺎ ﻟﺒﺎﺳـﻬﺎي
ﺷﺴﺘﻪ را در ﺧﺸﻚ ﻛﻦ ﺑﮕﺬارم و ﺷﻨﻴﺪم ﺗﻠﻔﻦ زﻧﮓ ﻣﻲ زﻧﺪ
و وﻗﺘﻲ ﺑﺎﻻ آﻣﺪم ﻫﺮ ﻛﺴﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ اﺳﺖ ﺑﻮده ﺑﺎﺷﺪ ،ﻗﻄـﻊ
ﻛﺮد .اﮔﺮ ﺗﻮ ﺑﻮدي ،و اﮔﺮ ﺣﺘﻲ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ ﻫﺴﺘﻲ ،ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮدم ﺑﺎﻳـﺪ
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕﻮﻳﻢ ﻛﻪ اﻳﻨﺠﺎ ﻫﺴﺘﻢ .ﭼﻮن ﻣﻦ درواﻗﻊ ﻳﻚ ﭘﻴـﺎﻣﮕﻴﺮ
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ﻧﺪارم و ﺑﻪ ﻫﻤﻴﻦ دﻟﻴﻞ ﻫﻢ ﻧﻤﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﺎم ﺑﮕﺬاري .ﻓﻘﻂ
ﻣﻲ ﺧﻮاﺳﺘﻢ ﺑﻪ ﺗﻮ ﺑﮕـﻮﻳﻢ .اﻻن ﺳـﺎﻋﺖ ده و ﺑﻴـﺴﺖ و ﭘـﻨﺞ
دﻗﻴﻘﻪ اﺳﺖ.
" ﺧﺪاﺣﺎﻓﻆ"
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺧﻮاﻫﺪ ﮔﻔﺖ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎزه ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﻪ رﺳﻴﺪه اﺳﺖ .او ﺗﺼﻮﻳﺮي
از ﺑﻮدﻧﺶ در ﺧﺎﻧﻪ و ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻦ و ﺳﺒﻚ ﺳﻨﮕﻴﻦ ﻛﺮدن ﻣﺎﺟﺮا را
ﺑﻪ او ﻣﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﻧﻤﻲ ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮده ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪن .ﭼﻴﺰي ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ در ﻣﻮرد ﭘﺮده ﻫﺎي اﺑﻲ ﻣـﻲ
ﮔﻔﺖ .ﺑﺎ ﭘﺮده ﭘﻮﺷﺎﻧﺪن .و ﭼﺮا ﻧﻪ؟ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺷﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ زﻧﺠﻔﻴﻞ
ﭼﻨﺎن ﺧﻮب ﭼﻴﺪه ﺷﺪه ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ او ﺑﻪ ﺧﺎﻧﮕﻲ ﺑﻮدن ان ﺗﺎﻛﻴـﺪ
ﻛﻨﺪ .ﻓﻨﺠﺎن ﺳﺮاﻣﻴﻚ ﻗﻬﻮه ﺑﺮ درﺧﺖ ﺳﺮاﻣﻴﻚ ﻓﻨﺠﺎﻧﻬﺎ ،ﻳﻚ
ﭘﻼﺳﺘﻴﻚ روي ﻓﺮش ،.ﻣﻄﻤﺌﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ ﺑﺮاي ﻧﮕﻬﺪاري ﻗـﺎﻟﻲ
ﺑﻮد .درﺧﺸﺶ زﻳﺎد و ﻋﻤﻠﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻣﺎدرش ﻫﻴﭻ وﻗﺖ ﭼﻨﺎن ﻧﻤﻲ
ﻛﺮد اﻣﺎ ﺑﺎﻳﺪ ﺧﻮﺷﺶ ﻣﻲ آﻣﺪ -.اﻳﺎ ﺑﺨﺎﻃﺮ ﻫﻤـﺎن ﺑـﻮد ﻛـﻪ او
اﻳﻨﻄﻮر وﺟﺪاﻧﺶ ﺑﻲ ﻗﺮار ﺑﻮد از اﻳﻦ ﺑﻴﺰاري و ﺑﻲ اﻋﺘﻤﺎدي ﺑﻪ
ﻋﺎﻃﻔﻪ و ﻣﻬﺮﺑﺎﻧﻲ؟ ﻳﺎ ﺑﺮاي اﻳﻦ ﺑﻮد ﻛﻪ دو ﭘﻴﺎﻟﻪ ﺑﻴﺶ از ﭘﻴﺎﻟﻪ
اوﻟﺶ ﻧﻮﺷﻴﺪه ﺑﻮد؟
ﻗﻬﻮه اي ﻣﺎﻳﻞ ﺑﻪ زرد ﮔﺮدوﻳﻲ .ﺣﺎﻻ ﺑﺎور داﺷﺖ ﻛﻪ ﻗﻬـﻮه اي
ﺑﺮﻧﺰه ﺑﻮد -ﻛﻪ ﺗﺎ ﺷﻜﺴﺘﻪ ﺗﺮﺷﺪن ) ﭼﻴﻦ و ﭼـﺮوك ﭘﻮﺳـﺖ(
ﮔﺮدن و ﺻﻮرت او اداﻣﻪ ﻣﻲ ﻳﺎﻓﺖ .ﭼﻴﺰي ﻛﻪ ﻋﻤﻴﻖ و ﭘﻮﺳﺖ
ﭼﺮوﻛﻴﺪه .ﺑﻮدار و داغ .او داﺷﺖ ﻓﻜـﺮ ﻣـﻲ ﻛـﺮد ﻛـﻪ ﻫﻤـﺎن
ﺷﻤﺎره ﺗﻠﻔﻨﻲ ﻛﻪ ﭘﻴﺸﺘﺮ ﻳﺎداﺷﺖ ﻛـﺮده ،ﮔﺮﻓﺘـﻪ اﺳـﺖ .آن و
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ﺣﺴﺎﺳﻴﺖ ﻋﻤﻠﻲ زﺑﺎﻧﻪ ﮔﺮﺑـﻪ اي اش .ﭼـﺸﻤﺎن ﻣﺜـﻞ ﺳـﻨﮓ
ﺟﻮاﻫﺮي اش.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ در اﺗﺎﻗﺶ ﺑﻮد اﻣﺎ در رﺧﺘﺨﻮاب ﻧﺒﻮد .او در ﻣﻘﺎﺑﻞ ﭘﻨﺠﺮه
ﺑﺎز ﻧﺸﺴﺘﻪ ﺑﻮد .ﻟﺒﺎس ﻓﺼﻞ اﻣﺎ ﻋﺠﻴﺐ ﻛﻮﺗﺎه و روﺷﻦ ﭘﻮﺷﻴﺪه
ﺑﻮد.
از ﭘﻨﺠﺮه ﻫﻮاي ﮔﺮم ﺳﺮﻛﺸﺎﻧﻪ اي از ﺷﻜﻮﻓﻪ ﻳﺎس ﺑـﻨﻔﺶ و
ﻛﻮدﻫﺎي ﺑﻬﺎري دﺷﺖ ﺳﺮ ﻣﻲ ﺑﺮد .ﻛﺘـﺎﺑﻲ ﺑـﺎز روي داﻣـﻨﺶ
داﺷﺖ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﺑﻪ اﻳﻦ ﻛﺘﺎب ﻗﺸﻨﮕﻲ ﻛﻪ ﻳﺎﻓﺘـﻪ ام ﻧﮕـﺎه ﻛـﻦ .در
ﺑﺎره اﻳﺴﻠﻨﺪ اﺳﺖ .ﺗﻮ ﻓﻜﺮش را ﻫـﻢ ﻧﻤـﻲ ﻛﻨـﻲ ﻛـﻪ ﻛﺘـﺎﺑﻲ
ﭼﻨﻴﻦ ارزﺷﻤﻨﺪ را در اﺗﺎق ﺑﻲ اﺳﺘﻔﺎده ﺑﮕﺬارﻧﺪ .اﻣﺎ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻣـﻲ
ﻛﻨﻢ آﻧﻬﺎ ﻟﺒﺎس ﻫﺎ را ﻗﺎﻃﻲ ﻛﺮده اﻧـﺪ .ﻣـﻦ ﻫﺮﮔـﺰ زرد ﻧﻤـﻲ
ﭘﻮﺷﻢ".
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ " :ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ"
آﻳﺎ ﺣﺎﻻ ﻫﻤﻪ ي ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎزرﺳﻲ ﺷﺪﻳﻢ؟ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﻓﻜﺮ ﻛﺮد ﺷﻔﺎﻓﻴﺖ
ﺻﺪاﻳﺶ ﻛﻤﻲ ﺗﺮدﻳﺪ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﺎﻳﺎﻧﺪ .ﺗﻮ ﻣﺪت زﻳﺎدﻳﺴﺖ ﻛﻪ رﻓﺘﻪ
اي.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ،ﻣﻦ ﻳـﻚ ﺳـﻮرﭘﺮﻳﺰ ﺑـﺮاي ﺗـﻮ آورده ام .اوﺑـﺮي را ﺑﻴـﺎد
داري؟
ﻟﺤﻈﻪ اي ﺑﻪ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ زل زد .ﭼﻨﺎﻧﻜﻪ اﻣﻮاج ﺑﺎد آﻣﺪه ﺑﻮد و ﺑﻪ
ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ ﻣﻲ ﻧﻮاﺧﺖ .ﺑﻪ ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ .در ﺳﺮش ،ﻫﻤﻪ ﭼﻴﺰ را ﻣﻲ
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ﻛﻨﺪ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻳﻚ ﺗﻜﻪ ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﺗﻜﻪ ﭘﺎرﭼﻪ ﻫﺎ را رﻳﺶ رﻳـﺶ
ﻛﺮد.
ﺑﻪ ﺗﻨﺪي ﮔﻔﺖ " :اﺳﻤﻬﺎ ﻣﺮا دور ﻣﻲ ﻛﻨﻨﺪ".
ﻧﮕﺎﻫﺶ دور ﺷﺪ ﻫﻤﺎﻧﻄﻮر ﻛﻪ ﻣـﻲ ﻛﻮﺷـﻴﺪ ﺑﺨـﻮدش ﺑﻴﺎﻳـﺪ.
ﻛﺘﺎب را ﺑﺎ دﻗﺖ ﻛﻨﺎر ﮔﺬاﺷﺖ و ﺑﻠﻨﺪ ﺷﺪ و دﺳـﺘﺎﻧﺶ را دراز
ﻛﺮد ﺗﺎ دورِ او ﺣﻠﻘﻪ ﻛﻨﺪ .ﭘﻮﺳﺖ او ﻳﺎ ﻧﻔﺴﻬﺎﻳﺶ ﺑـﻮي ﺿـﻌﻒ
ﺗﺎزه اي ﺑﻪ ﻣﺸﺎم ﻣﻲ رﺳﺎﻧﺪ .ﺑﻮﻳﻲ ﻛﻪ ﺑﻨﻈﺮ ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﺑﻮي ﺳﺎﻗﻪ
ي ﺳﺒﺰ در ﻣﺎﻧﺪاب ﻣﻲ ﻧﻤﻮد.
ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﮔﻒ " :ﺧﻮﺷﺤﺎﻟﻢ ﻛﻪ ﺗﺮا ﻣـﻲ ﺑﻴـﻨﻢ .ﻫـﺮ دو ﻣﻬﺮﺑـﺎن و
رﺳﻤﻲ .ﻓﻴﻮﻧﺎ ﻧﺮﻣﻪ ﮔﻮش او را ﺑﺴﺨﺘﻲ ﭘﻴﭽﺎﻧﺪ.
او ﮔﻔﺖ ":ﺗﻮ ﻣﻲ ﺗﻮاﻧﺴﺘﻲ دور ﺷـﺪه ﺑﺎﺷـﻲ" دور ﺷـﺪن ﺑـﻲ
ﺧﻴﺎل دﻧﻴﺎ و ﺗﻨﻬﺎ ﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻦ ﻣﻦ .ﺗﻨﻬﺎﮔﺬاﺷﺘﻦ".
ﺻﻮرﺗﺶ را ﺑﺮ روي ﻣﻮﻫﺎي ﺳﻔﻴﺪش ﮔﺬاﺷـﺖ ،.روي ﭘﻮﺳـﺖ
ﺻﻮرﺗﻲ ﺳﺮش ،ﺟﻤﺠﻤﻪ ي ﺧﻮش ﺗﺮاﺷﺶ.
ﮔﺮاﻧﺖ ﮔﻔﺖ :ﻫﻴﭻ اﻣﻴﺪي ﻧﻴﺴﺖ )".ﻫﻴﭻ ﺷﺎﻧﺴﻲ ﻧﻴﺴﺖ(
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Alice Munro

The Bear Came Over the Mountain
By: Alice Munro, December 27, 1999

Fiona lived in her parents’ house, in the town where she
and Grant went to university. It was a big, bay-windowed
house that seemed to Grant both luxurious and disorderly,
with rugs crooked on the floors and cup rings bitten into the
table varnish. Her mother was Icelandic—a powerful
woman with a froth of white hair and indignant far-left
politics. The father was an important cardiologist, revered
around the hospital but happily subservient at home, where
he would listen to his wife’s strange tirades with an absentminded smile. Fiona had her own little car and a pile of
cashmere sweaters, but she wasn’t in a sorority, and her
mother’s political activity was probably the reason. Not
that she cared. Sororities were a joke to her, and so was
politics—though she liked to play “The Four Insurgent
Generals” on the phonograph, and sometimes also the
“Internationale,” very loud, if there was a guest she thought
she could make nervous.
A curly-haired gloomy-looking foreigner was courting
her—she said he was a Visigoth—and so were two or three
quite respectable and uneasy young interns. She made fun
of them all and of Grant as well.
She would drolly repeat some of his small-town phrases.
He thought maybe she was joking when she proposed to
him, on a cold bright day on the beach at Port Stanley.
Sand was stinging their faces and the waves delivered
crashing loads of gravel at their feet.
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“Do you think it would be fun—” Fiona shouted. “Do you
think it would be fun if we got married?”
He took her up on it, he shouted yes. He wanted never to be
away from her. She had the spark of life.
Just before they left their house Fiona noticed a mark on
the kitchen floor. It came from the cheap black house shoes
she had been wearing earlier in the day.
“I thought they’d quit doing that,” she said in a tone of
ordinary annoyance and perplexity, rubbing at the gray
smear that looked as if it had been made by a greasy
crayon.
She remarked that she’d never have to do this again, since
she wasn’t taking those shoes with her.
“I guess I’ll be dressed up all the time,” she said. “Or semidressed up. It’ll be sort of like in a hotel.”
She rinsed out the rag she’d been using and hung it on the
rack inside the door under the sink. Then she put on her
golden-brown, fur-collared ski jacket, over a white
turtleneck sweater and tailored fawn slacks. She was a tall,
narrow-shouldered woman, seventy years old but still
upright and trim, with long legs and long feet, delicate
wrists and ankles, and tiny, almost comical-looking ears.
Her hair that was as light as milkweed fluff had gone from
pale blond to white somehow without Grant’s noticing
exactly when, and she still wore it down to her shoulders,
as her mother had done. (That was the thing that had
alarmed Grant’s own mother, a small-town widow who
worked as a doctor’s receptionist. The long white hair on
Fiona’s mother, even more than the state of the house, had
told her all she needed to know about attitudes and
politics.)
But otherwise Fiona, with her fine bones and small
sapphire eyes, was nothing like her mother. She had a
slightly crooked mouth, which she emphasized now with
red lipstick—usually the last thing she did before she left
the house.
She looked just like herself on this day—direct and vague
as in fact she was, sweet and ironic.
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Over a year ago, Grant had started noticing so many little
yellow notes stuck up all over the house. That was not
entirely new. Fiona had always written things down—the
title of a book she’d heard mentioned on the radio or the
jobs she wanted to make sure she got done that day. Even
her morning schedule was written down. He found it
mystifying and touching in its precision: “7 a.m. yoga.
7:30–7:45 teeth face hair. 7:45– 8:15 walk. 8:15 Grant and
breakfast.”
The new notes were different. Stuck onto the kitchen
drawers—Cutlery, Dishtowels, Knives. Couldn’t she just
open the drawers and see what was inside?
Worse things were coming. She went to town and phoned
Grant from a booth to ask him how to drive home. She
went for her usual walk across the field into the woods and
came home by the fence line—a very long way round. She
said that she’d counted on fences always taking you
somewhere.
It was hard to figure out. She’d said that about fences as if
it were a joke, and she had remembered the phone number
without any trouble.
“I don’t think it’s anything to worry about,” she said. “I
expect I’m just losing my mind.”
He asked if she had been taking sleeping pills.
“If I am I don’t remember,” she said. Then she said she was
sorry to sound so flippant. “I’m sure I haven’t been taking
anything. Maybe I should be. Maybe vitamins.”
Vitamins didn’t help. She would stand in doorways trying
to figure out where she was going. She forgot to turn on the
burner under the vegetables or put water in the
coffeemaker. She asked Grant when they’d moved to this
house.
“Was it last year or the year before?”
“It was twelve years ago,” he said.
“That’s shocking.”
“She’s always been a bit like this,” Grant said to the doctor.
He tried without success to explain how Fiona’s surprise
and apologies now seemed somehow like routine courtesy,
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not quite concealing a private amusement. As if she’d
stumbled on some unexpected adventure. Or begun playing
a game that she hoped he would catch on to.
“Yes, well,” the doctor said. “It might be selective at first.
We don’t know, do we?
Till we see the pattern of the deterioration, we really can’t
say.”
In a while it hardly mattered what label was put on it.
Fiona, who no longer went shopping alone, disappeared
from the supermarket while Grant had his back turned. A
policeman picked her up as she was walking down the
middle of the road, blocks away. He asked her name and
she answered readily. Then he asked her the name of the
Prime Minister.
“If you don’t know that, young man, you really shouldn’t
be in such a responsible job.”
He laughed. But then she made the mistake of asking if
he’d seen Boris and Natasha. These were the now dead
Russian wolfhounds she had adopted many years ago, as a
favor to a friend, then devoted herself to for the rest of their
lives. Her taking them over might have coincided with the
discovery that she was not likely to have children.
Something about her tubes being blocked, or twisted—
Grant could not remember now. He had always avoided
thinking about all that female apparatus. Or it might have
been after her mother died.
The dogs’ long legs and silky hair, their narrow, gentle,
intransigent faces made a fine match for her when she took
them out for walks. And Grant himself, in those days,
landing his first job at the university (his father-in-law’s
money welcome there in spite of the political taint), might
have seemed to some people to have been picked up on
another of Fiona’s eccentric whims, and groomed and
tended and favored—though, fortunately, he didn’t
understand this until much later.
There was a rule that nobody could be admitted to
Meadowlake during the month of December. The holiday
season had so many emotional pitfalls. So they made the
twenty-minute drive in January. Before they reached the
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highway the country road dipped through a swampy hollow
now completely frozen over.
Fiona said, “Oh, remember.”
Grant said, “I was thinking about that, too.”
“Only it was in the moonlight,” she said.
She was talking about the time that they had gone out
skiing at night under the full moon and over the blackstriped snow, in this place that you could get into only in
the depths of winter. They had heard the branches cracking
in the cold.
If she could remember that, so vividly and correctly, could
there really be so much the matter with her? It was all he
could do not to turn around and drive home.
There was another rule that the supervisor explained to
him. New residents were not to be visited during the first
thirty days. Most people needed that time to get settled in.
Before the rule had been put in place, there had been pleas
and tears and tantrums, even from those who had come in
willingly. Around the third or fourth day they would start
lamenting and begging to be taken home
. And some relatives could be susceptible to that, so you
would have people being carted home who would not get
on there any better than they had before. Six months or
sometimes only a few weeks later, the whole upsetting
hassle would have to be gone through again.
“Whereas we find,” the supervisor said, “we find that if
they’re left on their own the first month they usually end up
happy as clams.”
They had in fact gone over to Meadowlake a few times
several years ago to visit Mr. Farquhar, the old bachelor
farmer who had been their neighbor. He had lived by
himself in a drafty brick house unaltered since the early
years of the century, except for the addition of a
refrigerator and a television set. Now, just as Mr.
Farquhar’s house was gone, replaced by a gimcrack sort of
castle that was the weekend home of some people from
Toronto, the old Meadowlake was gone, though it had
dated only from the fifties. The new building was a
spacious, vaulted place, whose air was faintly, pleasantly
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pine-scented. Profuse and genuine greenery sprouted out of
giant crocks in the hallways.
Nevertheless, it was the old Meadowlake that Grant found
himself picturing Fiona in, during the long month he had to
get through without seeing her. He phoned every day and
hoped to get the nurse whose name was Kristy. She seemed
a little amused at his constancy, but she would give him a
fuller report than any other nurse he got stuck with.
Fiona had caught a cold the first week, she said, but that
was not unusual for newcomers. “Like when your kids start
school,” Kristy said. “There’s a whole bunch of new germs
they’re exposed to and for a while they just catch
everything.”
Then the cold got better. She was off the antibiotics and she
didn’t seem as confused as she had been when she came in.
(This was the first Grant had heard about either the
antibiotics or the confusion.) Her appetite was pretty good
and she seemed to enjoy sitting in the sunroom. And she
was making some friends, Kristy said.
If anybody phoned, he let the machine pick up. The people
they saw socially, occasionally, were not close neighbors
but people who lived around the country, who were retired,
as they were, and who often went away without notice.
They would imagine that he and Fiona were away on some
such trip at present.
Grant skied for exercise. He skied around and around in the
field behind the house as the sun went down and left the
sky pink over a countryside that seemed to be bound by
waves of blue-edged ice. Then he came back to the
darkening house, turning the television news on while he
made his supper. They had usually prepared supper
together. One of them made the drinks and the other the
fire, and they talked about his work (he was writing a study
of legendary Norse wolves and particularly of the great
wolf Fenrir, which swallows up Odin at the end of the
world) and about whatever Fiona was reading and what
they had been thinking during their close but separate day.
This was their time of liveliest intimacy, though there was
also, of course, the five or ten minutes of physical
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sweetness just after they got into bed— something that did
not often end in sex but reassured them that sex was not
over yet.
In a dream he showed a letter to one of his colleagues. The
letter was from the roommate of a girl he had not thought
of for a while and was sanctimonious and hostile,
threatening in a whining way. The girl herself was someone
he had parted from decently and it seemed unlikely that she
would want to make a fuss, let alone try to kill herself,
which was what the letter was elaborately trying to tell him
she had done.
He had thought of the colleague as a friend. He was one of
those husbands who had been among the first to throw
away their neckties and leave home to spend every night on
a floor mattress with a bewitching young mistress—coming
to their offices, their classes, bedraggled and smelling of
dope and incense. But now he took a dim view.
“I wouldn’t laugh,” he said to Grant—who did not think he
had been laughing. “And if I were you I’d try to prepare
Fiona.”
So Grant went off to find Fiona in Meadowlake—the old
Meadowlake—and got into a lecture hall instead.
Everybody was waiting there for him to teach his class.
And sitting in the last, highest row was a flock of cold-eyed
young women all in black robes, all in mourning, who
never took their bitter stares off him, and pointedly did not
write down, or care about, anything he was saying.
Fiona was in the first row, untroubled. “Oh phooey,” she
said. “Girls that age are always going around talking about
how they’ll kill themselves.”
He hauled himself out of the dream, took pills, and set
about separating what was real from what was not.
There had been a letter, and the word “rat” had appeared in
black paint on his office door, and Fiona, on being told that
a girl had suffered from a bad crush on him, had said pretty
much what she said in the dream. The colleague hadn’t
come into it, and nobody had committed suicide. Grant
hadn’t been disgraced. In fact, he had got off easy when
you thought of what might have happened just a couple of
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years later. But word got around. Cold shoulders became
conspicuous. They had few Christmas invitations and spent
New Year’s Eve alone. Grant got drunk, and without its
being required of him—also, thank God, without making
the error of a confession—he promised Fiona a new life.
Nowhere had there been any acknowledgment that the life
of a philanderer (if that was what Grant had to call
himself—he who had not had half as many conquests as the
man who had reproached him in his dream) involved acts
of generosity, and even sacrifice.
Many times he had catered to a woman’s pride, to her
fragility, by offering more affection—or a rougher
passion—than anything he really felt. All so that he could
now find himself accused of wounding and exploiting and
destroying self-esteem.
And of deceiving Fiona—as, of course, he had. But would
it have been better if he had done as others had done with
their wives, and left her? He had never thought of such a
thing. He had never stopped making love to Fiona. He had
not stayed away from her for a single night. No making up
elaborate stories in order to spend a weekend in San
Francisco or in a tent on Manitoulin Island.
He had gone easy on the dope and the drink, and he had
continued to publish papers, serve on committees, make
progress in his career. He had never had any intention of
throwing over work and marriage and taking to the country
to practice carpentry or keep bees.
But something like that had happened, after all. He had
taken early retirement with a reduced pension. Fiona’s
father had died, after some bewildered and stoical time
alone in the big house, and Fiona had inherited both that
property and the farmhouse where her father had grown up,
in the country near Georgian Bay.
It was a new life. He and Fiona worked on the house. They
got cross-country skis. They were not very sociable but
they gradually made some friends. There were no more
hectic flirtations. No bare female toes creeping up under a
man’s pants leg at a dinner party. No more loose wives.
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Just in time, Grant was able to think, when the sense of
injustice had worn down. The feminists and perhaps the sad
silly girl herself and his cowardly so-called friends had
pushed him out just in time. Out of a life that was in fact
getting to be more trouble than it was worth. And that
might eventually have cost him Fiona.
On the morning of the day when he was to go back to
Meadowlake, for the first visit, Grant woke early. He was
full of a solemn tingling, as in the old days on the morning
of his first planned meeting with a new woman. The feeling
was not precisely sexual. (Later, when the meetings had
become routine, that was all it was.) There was an
expectation of discovery, almost a spiritual expansion. Also
timidity, humility, alarm.
There had been a thaw. Plenty of snow was left, but the
dazzling hard landscape of earlier winter had crumbled.
These pocked heaps under a gray sky looked like refuse in
the fields. In the town near Meadowlake he found a florist’s
shop and bought a large bouquet. He had never presented
flowers to Fiona before. Or to anyone else. He entered the
building feeling like a hopeless lover or a guilty husband in
a cartoon.
“Wow. Narcissus this early,” Kristy said. “You must’ve
spent a fortune.” She went along the hall ahead of him and
snapped on the light in a sort of pantry, where she searched
for a vase. She was a heavy young woman who looked as if
she had given up on her looks in every department except
her hair. That was blond and voluminous. All the puffed-up
luxury of a cocktail waitress’s style, or a stripper’s, on top
of such a workaday face and body.
“There now,” she said, and nodded him down the hall.
“Name’s right on the door.”
So it was, on a nameplate decorated with bluebirds. He
wondered whether to knock, and did, then opened the door
and called her name.
She wasn’t there. The closet door was closed, the bed
smoothed. Nothing on the bedside table, except a box of
Kleenex and a glass of water. Not a single photograph or
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picture of any kind, not a book or a magazine. Perhaps you
had to keep those in a cupboard.
He went back to the nurses’ station. Kristy said, “No?”
with a surprise that he thought perfunctory. He hesitated,
holding the flowers. She said, “O.K., O.K.—let’s set the
bouquet down here.” Sighing, as if he were a backward
child on his first day at school, she led him down the hall
toward a large central space with skylights which seemed
to be a general meeting area. Some people were sitting
along the walls, in easy chairs, others at tables in the
middle of the carpeted floor. None of them looked too bad.
Old—some of them incapacitated enough to need
wheelchairs—but decent.
There had been some unnerving sights when he and Fiona
visited Mr. Farquhar. Whiskers on old women’s chins,
somebody with a bulged-out eye like a rotted plum.
Dribblers, head wagglers, mad chatterers. Now it looked as
if there’d been some weeding out of the worst cases.
“See?” said Kristy in a softer voice. “You just go up and
say hello and try not to startle her. Just go ahead.”
He saw Fiona in profile, sitting close up to one of the card
tables, but not playing. She looked a little puffy in the face,
the flab on one cheek hiding the corner of her mouth, in a
way it hadn’t done before. She was watching the play of
the man she sat closest to. He held his cards tilted so that
she could see them. When Grant got near the table she
looked up. They all looked up—all the players at the table
looked up, with displeasure. Then they immediately looked
down at their cards, as if to ward off any intrusion.
But Fiona smiled her lopsided, abashed, sly, and charming
smile and pushed back her chair and came round to him,
putting her fingers to her mouth.
“Bridge,” she whispered. “Deadly serious. They’re quite
rabid about it.” She drew him toward the coffee table,
chatting. “I can remember being like that for a while at
college. My friends and I would cut class and sit in the
common room and smoke and play like cutthroats. Can I
get you anything? A cup of tea? I’m afraid the coffee isn’t
up to much here.”
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Grant never drank tea.
He could not throw his arms around her. Something about
her voice and smile, familiar as they were, something about
the way she seemed to be guarding the players from him—
as well as him from their displeasure—made that
impossible.
“I brought you some flowers,” he said. “I thought they’d do
to brighten up your room. I went to your room but you
weren’t there.”
“Well, no,” she said. “I’m here.” She glanced back at the
table.
Grant said, “You’ve made a new friend.” He nodded
toward the man she’d been sitting next to. At this moment
that man looked up at Fiona and she turned, either because
of what Grant had said or because she felt the look at her
back.
“It’s just Aubrey,” she said. “The funny thing is I knew him
years and years ago. He worked in the store. The hardware
store where my grandpa used to shop. He and I were
always kidding around and he couldn’t get up the nerve to
ask me out. Till the very last weekend and he took me to a
ballgame. But when it was over my grandpa showed up to
drive me home. I was up visiting for the summer. Visiting
my grandparents—they lived on a farm.”
“Fiona. I know where your grandparents lived. It’s where
we live. Lived.”
“Really?” she said, not paying her full attention because the
cardplayer was sending her his look, which was one not of
supplication but of command. He was a man of about
Grant’s age, or a little older. Thick coarse white hair fell
over his forehead and his skin was leathery but pale,
yellowish-white like an old wrinkled-up kid glove. His long
face was dignified and melancholy and he had something
of the beauty of a powerful, discouraged, elderly horse. But
where Fiona was concerned he was not discouraged.
“I better go back,” Fiona said, a blush spotting her newly
fattened face. “He thinks he can’t play without me sitting
there. It’s silly, I hardly know the game anymore. If I leave
you now, you can entertain yourself? It must all seem
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strange to you but you’ll be surprised how soon you get
used to it. You’ll get to know who everybody is. Except
that some of them are pretty well off in the clouds, you
know—you can’t expect them all to get to know who you
are.”
She slipped back into her chair and said something into
Aubrey’s ear. She tapped her fingers across the back of his
hand.
Grant went in search of Kristy and met her in the hall. She
was pushing a cart with pitchers of apple juice and grape
juice.
“Well?” she said.
Grant said, “Does she even know who I am?” He could not
decide. She could have been playing a joke. It would not be
unlike her. She had given herself away by that little
pretense at the end, talking to him as if she thought perhaps
he was a new resident. If it was a pretense.
Kristy said, “You just caught her at sort of a bad moment.
Involved in the game.”
“She’s not even playing,” he said.
“Well, but her friend’s playing. Aubrey.”
“So who is Aubrey?”
“That’s who he is. Aubrey. Her friend. Would you like a
juice?”
Grant shook his head.
“Oh look,” said Kristy. “They get these attachments. That
takes over for a while. Best buddy sort of thing. It’s kind of
a phase.”
“You mean she really might not know who I am?”
“She might not. Not today. Then tomorrow—you never
know, do you? You’ll see the way it is, once you’ve been
coming here for a while. You’ll learn not to take it all so
serious. Learn to take it day by day.”
Day by day. But things really didn’t change back and forth
and he didn’t get used to the way they were. Fiona was the
one who seemed to get used to him, but only as some
persistent visitor who took a special interest in her. Or
perhaps even as a nuisance who must be prevented,
according to her old rules of courtesy, from realizing that
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he was one. She treated him with a distracted, social sort of
kindness that was successful in keeping him from asking
the most obvious, the most necessary question: did she
remember him as her husband of nearly fifty years? He got
the impression that she would be embarrassed by such a
question—embarrassed not for herself but for him.
Kristy told him that Aubrey had been the local
representative of a company that sold weed killer “and all
that kind of stuff” to farmers. And then when he was not
very old or even retired, she said, he had suffered some
unusual kind of damage.
“His wife is the one takes care of him, usually at home. She
just put him in here on temporary care so she could get a
break. Her sister wanted her to go to Florida. See, she’s had
a hard time, you wouldn’t ever have expected a man like
him—they just went on a holiday somewhere and he got
something, like some bug that gave him a terrible high
fever? And it put him in a coma and left him like he is
now.”
Most afternoons the pair could be found at the card table.
Aubrey had large, thick-fingered hands. It was difficult for
him to manage his cards. Fiona shuffled and dealt for him
and sometimes moved quickly to straighten a card that
seemed to be slipping from his grasp. Grant would watch
from across the room her darting move and quick laughing
apology. He could see Aubrey’s husbandly frown as a wisp
of her hair touched his cheek. Aubrey preferred to ignore
her, as long as she stayed close.
But let her smile her greeting at Grant, let her push back
her chair and get up to offer him tea—showing that she had
accepted his right to be there—and Aubrey’s face took on
its look of sombre consternation. He would let the cards
slide from his fingers and fall on the floor to spoil the
game. And Fiona then had to get busy and put things right.
In the conservatory, the pair would find themselves a seat
among the most lush and thick and tropical-looking
plants—a bower, if you liked. Grant stood nearby, on
occasion, on the other side of the greenery, listening.
Mixed in with the rustle of the leaves and the sound of
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plashing water was Fiona’s soft talk and her laughter. Then
some sort of chortle. Aubrey could talk, though his voice
probably didn’t sound as it used to. He seemed to say
something now—a couple of thick syllables.
Take care. He’s here. My love.
Grant made an effort, and cut his visits down to
Wednesdays and Saturdays. Saturdays had a holiday bustle
and tension. Families arrived in clusters. Mothers were
usually in charge; they were the ones who kept the
conversation afloat. Men seemed cowed, teen-agers
affronted. No children or grandchildren appeared to visit
Aubrey, and since they could not play cards—the tables
being taken over for ice-cream parties—he and Fiona
stayed clear of the Saturday parade. The conservatory was
far too popular then for any of their intimate conversations.
Those might be going on, of course, behind Fiona’s closed
door. Grant could not manage to knock when he found it
closed, though he stood there for some time staring at the
Disney-style nameplate with an intense, a truly malignant
dislike.
Or they might be in Aubrey’s room. But he did not know
where that was. The more he explored this place the more
corridors and seating spaces and ramps he discovered, and
in his wanderings he was still apt to get lost. One Saturday
he looked out a window and saw Fiona—it had to be her—
wheeling Aubrey along one of the paved paths now cleared
of snow and ice. She was wearing a silly wool hat and a
jacket with swirls of blue and purple, the sort of thing he
had seen on local women at the supermarket. It must be
that they didn’t bother to sort out the wardrobes of the
women who were roughly the same size and counted on the
women not to recognize their own clothes anyway. They
had cut her hair, too. They had cut away her angelic halo.
On a Wednesday, when everything was more normal and
card games were going on again and the women in the
Crafts Room were making silk flowers or costumed dolls—
and when Aubrey and Fiona were again in evidence, so that
it was possible for Grant to have one of his brief and
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friendly and maddening conversations with his wife—he
said to her, “Why did they chop off your hair?”
Fiona put her hands up to her head, to check.
“Why—I never missed it,” she said.
When Grant had first started teaching Anglo-Saxon and
Nordic literature he got the regular sort of students in his
classes. But after a few years he noticed a change. Married
women had started going back to school. Not with the idea
of qualifying for a better job, or for any job, but simply to
give themselves something more interesting to think about
than their usual housework and hobbies. To enrich their
lives. And perhaps it followed naturally that the men who
taught them these things became part of the enrichment,
that these men seemed to these women more mysterious
and desirable than the men they still cooked for and slept
with.
Those who signed up for Grant’s courses might have a
Scandinavian background or they might have learned
something about Norse mythology from Wagner or
historical novels. There were also a few who thought he
was teaching a Celtic language and for whom everything
Celtic had a mystic allure. He spoke to such aspirants fairly
roughly from his side of the desk.
“If you want to learn a pretty language go and learn
Spanish. Then you can use it if you go to Mexico.”
Some took his warning and drifted away. Others seemed to
be moved in a personal way by his demanding tone. They
worked with a will and brought into his office, into his
regulated satisfactory life, the great surprising bloom of
their mature female compliance, their tremulous hope of
approval.
He chose a woman named Jacqui Adams. She was the
opposite of Fiona—short, cushiony, dark-eyed, effusive. A
stranger to irony. The affair lasted for a year, until her
husband was transferred. When they were saying goodbye
in her car, she began to shake uncontrollably. It was as if
she had hypothermia. She wrote to him a few times, but he
found the tone of her letters overwrought and could not
decide how to answer. He let the time for answering slip
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away while he became magically and unexpectedly
involved with a girl who was young enough to be Jacqui’s
daughter.
For another and more dizzying development had taken
place while he was busy with Jacqui. Young girls with long
hair and sandalled feet were coming into his office and all
but declaring themselves ready for sex. The cautious
approaches, the tender intimations of feeling required with
Jacqui were out the window. A whirlwind hit him, as it did
many others. Scandals burst wide open, with high and
painful drama all round but a feeling that somehow it was
better so. There were reprisals; there were firings. But those
fired went off to teach at smaller, more tolerant colleges or
Open Learning Centers, and many wives left behind got
over the shock and took up the costumes, the sexual
nonchalance of the girls who had tempted their men.
Academic parties, which used to be so predictable, became
a minefield. An epidemic had broken out, it was spreading
like the Spanish flu. Only this time people ran after
contagion, and few between sixteen and sixty seemed
willing to be left out.
That was exaggeration, of course. Fiona was quite willing.
And Grant himself did not go overboard. What he felt was
mainly a gigantic increase in well-being. A tendency to
pudginess which he had had since he was twelve years old
disappeared. He ran up steps two at a time. He appreciated
as never before a pageant of torn clouds and winter sunsets
seen from his office window, the charm of antique lamps
glowing between his neighbors’ living-room curtains, the
cries of children in the park, at dusk, unwilling to leave the
hill where they’d been tobogganing.
Come summer, he learned the names of flowers. In his
classroom, after being coached by his nearly voiceless
mother-in-law (her affliction was cancer in the throat), he
risked reciting the majestic and gory Icelandic ode, the
Höfudlausn, composed to honor King Erik Blood-axe by
the skald whom that king had condemned to death.
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Fiona had never learned Icelandic and she had never shown
much respect for the stories that it preserved—the stories
that Grant had taught and written about.
She referred to their heroes as “old Njal” or “old Snorri.”
But in the last few years she had developed an interest in
the country itself and looked at travel guides. She read
about William Morris’s trip, and Auden’s. She didn’t really
plan to travel there. She said there ought to be one place
you thought about and knew about and maybe longed for
but never did get to see.
Nonetheless, the next time he went to Meadowlake, Grant
brought Fiona a book he’d found of nineteenth-century
watercolors made by a lady traveller to Iceland. It was a
Wednesday. He went looking for her at the card tables but
didn’t see her. A woman called out to him, “She’s not here.
She’s sick.”
Her voice sounded self-important and excited—pleased
with herself for having recognized him when he knew
nothing about her. Perhaps also pleased with all she knew
about Fiona, about Fiona’s life here, thinking it was maybe
more than he knew.
“He’s not here, either,” she added.
Grant went to find Kristy, who didn’t have much time for
him. She was talking to a weepy woman who looked like a
first-time visitor.
“Nothing really,” she said, when he asked what was the
matter with Fiona. “She’s just having a day in bed today,
just a bit of an upset.”
Fiona was sitting straight up in the bed. He hadn’t noticed,
the few times that he had been in this room, that this was a
hospital bed and could be cranked up in such a way. She
was wearing one of her high-necked maidenly gowns, and
her face had a pallor that was like flour paste.
Aubrey was beside her in his wheelchair, pushed as close to
the bed as he could get. Instead of the nondescript opennecked shirts he usually wore, he was wearing a jacket and
tie. His natty-looking tweed hat was resting on the bed. He
looked as if he had been out on important business.
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Whatever he’d been doing, he looked worn out by it. He,
too, was gray in the face.
They both looked up at Grant with a stony grief-ridden
apprehension that turned to relief, if not to welcome, when
they saw who he was. Not who they thought he’d be. They
were hanging on to each other’s hands and they did not let
go.
The hat on the bed. The jacket and tie.
It wasn’t that Aubrey had been out. It wasn’t a question of
where he’d been or whom he’d been to see. It was where he
was going.
Grant set the book down on the bed beside Fiona’s free
hand.
“It’s about Iceland,” he said. “I thought maybe you’d like
to look at it.”
“Why, thank you,” said Fiona. She didn’t look at the book.
“Iceland,” he said.
She said, “Ice-land.” The first syllable managed to hold a
tinkle of interest, but the second fell flat. Anyway, it was
necessary for her to turn her attention back to Aubrey, who
was pulling his great thick hand out of hers.
“What is it?” she said. “What is it, dear heart?”
Grant had never heard her use this flowery expression
before.
“Oh all right,” she said. “Oh here.” And she pulled a
handful of tissues from the box beside her bed. Aubrey had
begun to weep.
“Here. Here,” she said, and he got hold of the Kleenex as
well as he could and made a few awkward but lucky swipes
at his face. While he was occupied, Fiona turned to Grant.
“Do you by any chance have any influence around here?”
she said in a whisper. “I’ve seen you talking to them...”
Aubrey made a noise of protest or weariness or disgust.
Then his upper body pitched forward as if he wanted to
throw himself against her. She scrambled half out of bed
and caught him and held on to him. It seemed improper for
Grant to help her.
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“Hush,” Fiona was saying. “Oh, honey. Hush. We’ll get to
see each other. We’ll have to. I’ll go and see you. You’ll
come and see me.”
Aubrey made the same sound again with his face in her
chest and there was nothing Grant could decently do but
get out of the room.
“I just wish his wife would hurry up and get here,” Kristy
said when he ran into her. “I wish she’d get him out of here
and cut the agony short. We’ve got to start serving supper
before long and how are we supposed to get her to swallow
anything with him still hanging around?”
Grant said, “Should I stay?”
“What for? She’s not sick, you know.”
“To keep her company,” he said.
Kristy shook her head.
“They have to get over these things on their own. They’ve
got short memories, usually. That’s not always so bad.”
Grant left without going back to Fiona’s room. He noticed
that the wind was actually warm and the crows were
making an uproar. In the parking lot a woman wearing a
tartan pants suit was getting a folded-up wheelchair out of
the trunk of her car

(page 8)
Fiona did not get over her sorrow. She didn’t eat at
mealtimes, though she pretended to, hiding food in her
napkin. She was being given a supplementary drink twice a
day—someone stayed and watched while she swallowed it
down.
She got out of bed and dressed herself, but all she wanted
to do then was sit in her room. She wouldn’t have had any
exercise at all if Kristy, or Grant during visiting hours,
hadn’t walked her up and down in the corridors or taken
her outside. Weeping had left her eyes raw-edged and dim.
Her cardigan—if it was hers—would be buttoned
crookedly. She had not got to the stage of leaving her hair
unbrushed or her nails uncleaned, but that might come
soon. Kristy said that her muscles were deteriorating, and
that if she didn’t improve they would put her on a walker.
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“But, you know, once they get a walker they start to depend
on it and they never walk much anymore, just get wherever
it is they have to go,” she said to Grant. “You’ll have to
work at her harder. Try to encourage her.”
But Grant had no luck at that. Fiona seemed to have taken a
dislike to him, though she tried to cover it up. Perhaps she
was reminded, every time she saw him, of her last minutes
with Aubrey, when she had asked him for help and he
hadn’t helped her.
He didn’t see much point in mentioning their marriage
now.
The supervisor called him in to her office. She said that
Fiona’s weight was going down even with the supplement.
“The thing is, I’m sure you know, we don’t do any
prolonged bed care on the first floor. We do it temporarily
if someone isn’t feeling well, but if they get too weak to
move around and be responsible we have to consider
upstairs.”
He said he didn’t think that Fiona had been in bed that
often.
“No. But if she can’t keep up her strength she will be.
Right now she’s borderline.”
Grant said that he had thought the second floor was for
people whose minds were disturbed.
“That, too,” she said.
The street Grant found himself driving down was called
Blackhawks Lane. The houses all looked to have been built
around the same time, perhaps thirty or forty years ago.
The street was wide and curving and there were no
sidewalks. Friends of Grant and Fiona’s had moved to
places something like this when they began to have their
children, and young families still lived here. There were
basketball hoops over garage doors and tricycles in the
driveways. Some of the houses had gone downhill. The
yards were marked by tire tracks, the windows plastered
with tinfoil or hung with faded flags. But a few seemed to
have been kept up as well as possible by the people who
had moved into them when they were new—people who
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hadn’t had the money or perhaps hadn’t felt the need to
move on to some place better.
The house that was listed in the phone book as belonging to
Aubrey and his wife was one of these. The front walk was
paved with flagstones and bordered by hyacinths that stood
as stiff as china flowers, alternately pink and blue.
He hadn’t remembered anything about Aubrey’s wife
except the tartan suit he had seen her wearing in the
parking lot. The tails of the jacket had flared open as she
bent into the trunk of the car. He had got the impression of
a trim waist and wide buttocks.
She was not wearing the tartan suit today. Brown belted
slacks and a pink sweater. He was right about the waist—
the tight belt showed she made a point of it. It might have
been better if she didn’t, since she bulged out considerably
above and below.
She could be ten or twelve years younger than her husband.
Her hair was short, curly, artificially reddened. She had
blue eyes—a lighter blue than Fiona’s—a flat robin’s-egg
or turquoise blue, slanted by a slight puffiness. And a good
many wrinkles, made more noticeable by a walnut-stain
makeup. Or perhaps that was her Florida tan.
He said that he didn’t quite know how to introduce himself.
“I used to see your husband at Meadowlake. I’m a regular
visitor there myself.”
“Yes,” said Aubrey’s wife, with an aggressive movement
of her chin.
“How is your husband doing?”
The “doing” was added on at the last moment.
“He’s O.K.,” she said.
“My wife and he struck up quite a close friendship.”
“I heard about that.”
“I wanted to talk to you about something if you had a
minute.”
“My husband did not try to start anything with your wife if
that’s what you’re getting at,” she said. “He did not molest
her. He isn’t capable of it and he wouldn’t anyway. From
what I heard it was the other way round.”
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Grant said, “No. That isn’t it at all. I didn’t come here with
any complaints about anything.”
“Oh,” she said. “Well, I’m sorry. I thought you did. You
better come in then. It’s blowing cold in through the door.
It’s not as warm out today as it looks.”
So it was something of a victory for him even to get inside.
(page 9)
She took him past the living room, saying, “We’ll have to
sit in the kitchen, where I can hear Aubrey.”
Grant caught sight of two layers of front-window curtains,
both blue, one sheer and one silky, a matching blue sofa
and a daunting pale carpet, various bright mirrors and
ornaments. Fiona had a word for those sort of swooping
curtains—she said it like a joke, though the women she’d
picked it up from used it seriously. Any room that Fiona
fixed up was bare and bright. She would have deplored the
crowding of all this fancy stuff into such a small space.
From a room off the kitchen—a sort of sunroom, though
the blinds were drawn against the afternoon brightness—he
could hear the sounds of television.
The answer to Fiona’s prayers sat a few feet away,
watching what sounded like a ballgame. His wife looked in
at him.
She said, “You O.K.?” and partly closed the door.
“You might as well have a cup of coffee,” she said to
Grant. “My son got him on the sports channel a year ago
Christmas. I don’t know what we’d do without it.”
On the kitchen counters there were all sorts of contrivances
and appliances—coffeemaker, food processor, knife
sharpener, and some things Grant didn’t know the names or
uses of. All looked new and expensive, as if they had just
been taken out of their wrappings, or were polished daily.
He thought it might be a good idea to admire things. He
admired the coffeemaker she was using and said that he
and Fiona had always meant to get one. This was
absolutely untrue—Fiona had been devoted to a European
contraption that made only two cups at a time.
“They gave us that,” she said. “Our son and his wife. They
live in Kamloops. B.C. They send us more stuff than we
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can handle. It wouldn’t hurt if they would spend the money
to come and see us instead.”
Grant said philosophically, “I suppose they’re busy with
their own lives.”
“They weren’t too busy to go to Hawaii last winter. You
could understand it if we had somebody else in the family,
closer at hand. But he’s the only one.”
She poured the coffee into two brown-and-green ceramic
mugs that she took from the amputated branches of a
ceramic tree trunk that sat on the table.
“People do get lonely,” Grant said. He thought he saw his
chance now. “If they’re deprived of seeing somebody they
care about, they do feel sad. Fiona, for instance. My wife.”
“I thought you said you went and visited her.”
“I do,” he said. “That’s not it.”
Then he took the plunge, going on to make the request he’d
come to make. Could she consider taking Aubrey back to
Meadowlake, maybe just one day a week, for a visit? It was
only a drive of a few miles. Or if she’d like to take the time
off—Grant hadn’t thought of this before and was rather
dismayed to hear himself suggest it—then he himself could
take Aubrey out there, he wouldn’t mind at all. He was sure
he could manage it. While he talked she moved her closed
lips and her hidden tongue as if she were trying to identify
some dubious flavor. She brought milk for his coffee and a
plate of ginger cookies.
“Homemade,” she said as she set the plate down. There
was challenge rather than hospitality in her tone. She said
nothing more until she had sat down, poured milk into her
coffee, and stirred it.
Then she said no.
“No. I can’t do that. And the reason is, I’m not going to
upset him.”
“Would it upset him?” Grant said earnestly.
“Yes, it would. It would. That’s no way to do. Bringing
him home and taking him back. That would just confuse
him.”
“But wouldn’t he understand that it was just a visit?
Wouldn’t he get into the pattern of it?”
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“He understands everything all right.” She said this as if he
had offered an insult to Aubrey. “But it’s still an
interruption. And then I’ve got to get him all ready and get
him into the car, and he’s a big man, he’s not so easy to
manage as you might think. I’ve got to maneuver him into
the car and pack his chair and all that and what for? If I go
to all that trouble I’d prefer to take him someplace that was
more fun.”
“But even if I agreed to do it?” Grant said, keeping his tone
hopeful and reasonable. “It’s true, you shouldn’t have the
trouble.”
“You couldn’t,” she said flatly. “You don’t know him. You
couldn’t handle him. He wouldn’t stand for you doing for
him. All that bother and what would he get out of it?”
Grant didn’t think he should mention Fiona again.
“It’d make more sense to take him to the mall,” she said.
“Or now the lake boats are starting to run again, he might
get a charge out of going and watching that.”
She got up and fetched her cigarettes and lighter from the
window above the sink.
“You smoke?” she said.
(page 10)
He said no, thanks, though he didn’t know if a cigarette
was being offered.
“Did you never? Or did you quit?”
“Quit,” he said.
“How long ago was that?”
He thought about it.
“Thirty years. No—more.”
He had decided to quit around the time he started up with
Jacqui. But he couldn’t remember whether he quit first, and
thought a big reward was coming to him for quitting, or
thought that the time had come to quit, now that he had
such a powerful diversion.
“I’ve quit quitting,” she said, lighting up. “Just made a
resolution to quit quitting, that’s all.”
Maybe that was the reason for the wrinkles. Somebody—a
woman—had told him that women who smoked developed
a special set of fine facial wrinkles. But it could have been

٨٩

٩٠
from the sun, or just the nature of her skin—her neck was
noticeably wrinkled as well. Wrinkled neck, youthfully full
and uptilted breasts. Women of her age usually had these
contradictions. The bad and good points, the genetic luck or
lack of it, all mixed up together. Very few kept their beauty
whole, though shadowy, as Fiona had done. And perhaps
that wasn’t even true. Perhaps he only thought that because
he’d known Fiona when she was young. When Aubrey
looked at his wife did he see a high-school girl full of scorn
and sass, with a tilt to her blue eyes, pursing her fruity lips
around a forbidden cigarette?
“So your wife’s depressed?” Aubrey’s wife said. “What’s
your wife’s name? I forget.”
“It’s Fiona.”
“Fiona. And what’s yours? I don’t think I was ever told
that.”
Grant said, “It’s Grant.”
She stuck her hand out unexpectedly across the table.
“Hello, Grant. I’m Marian.”
“So now we know each other’s names,” she said, “there’s
no point in not telling you straight out what I think. I don’t
know if he’s still so stuck on seeing your—on seeing Fiona.
Or not. I don’t ask him and he’s not telling me. Maybe just
a passing fancy. But I don’t feel like taking him back there
in case it turns out to be more than that. I can’t afford to
risk it. I don’t want him upset and carrying on. I’ve got my
hands full with him as it is. I don’t have any help. It’s just
me here. I’m it.”
“Did you ever consider—I’m sure it’s very hard for you—”
Grant said. “Did you ever consider his going in there for
good?”
He had lowered his voice almost to a whisper but she did
not seem to feel a need to lower hers.
“No,” she said. “I’m keeping him right here.”
Grant said, “Well. That’s very good and noble of you.” He
hoped the word “noble” had not sounded sarcastic. He had
not meant it to be.
“You think so?” she said. “Noble is not what I’m thinking
about.”
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“Still. It’s not easy.”
“No, it isn’t. But the way I am, I don’t have much choice. I
don’t have the money to put him in there unless I sell the
house. The house is what we own outright. Otherwise I
don’t have anything in the way of resources. Next year I’ll
have his pension and my pension, but even so I couldn’t
afford to keep him there and hang on to the house. And it
means a lot to me, my house does.”
“It’s very nice,” said Grant.
“Well, it’s all right. I put a lot into it. Fixing it up and
keeping it up. I don’t want to lose it.”
“No. I see your point.”
“The company left us high and dry,” she said. “I don’t
know all the ins and outs of it but basically he got shoved
out. It ended up with them saying he owed them money and
when I tried to find out what was what he just went on
saying it’s none of my business. What I think is he did
something pretty stupid. But I’m not supposed to ask so I
shut up. You’ve been married. You are married. You know
how it is. And in the middle of me finding out about this
we’re supposed to go on this trip and can’t get out of it.
And on the trip he takes sick from this virus you never
heard of and goes into a coma. So that pretty well gets him
off the hook.”
Grant said, “Bad luck.”
“I don’t mean he got sick on purpose. It just happened.
He’s not mad at me anymore and I’m not mad at him. It’s
just life. You can’t beat life.”
She flicked her tongue in a cat’s businesslike way across
her top lip, getting the cookie crumbs. “I sound like I’m
quite the philosopher, don’t I? They told me out there you
used to be a university professor.”
“Quite a while ago,” Grant said.

(page 11)
“I bet I know what you’re thinking,” she said. “You’re
thinking there’s a mercenary type of a person.”
“I’m not making judgments of that sort. It’s your life.”
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“You bet it is.”
He thought they should end on a more neutral note. So he
asked her if her husband had worked in a hardware store in
the summers, when he was going to school.
“I never heard about it,” she said. “I wasn’t raised here.”
Grant realized he’d failed with Aubrey’s wife. Marian. He
had thought that what he’d have to contend with would be a
woman’s natural sexual jealousy—or her resentment, the
stubborn remains of sexual jealousy. He had not had any
idea of the way she might be looking at things. And yet in
some depressing way the conversation had not been
unfamiliar to him. That was because it reminded him of
conversations he’d had with people in his own family. His
relatives, probably even his mother, had thought the way
Marian thought. Money first. They had believed that when
other people did not think that way it was because they had
lost touch with reality. That was how Marian would see
him, certainly. A silly person, full of boring knowledge and
protected by some fluke from the truth about life. A person
who didn’t have to worry about holding on to his house and
could go around dreaming up the fine generous schemes
that he believed would make another person happy. What a
jerk, she would be thinking now.
Being up against a person like that made him feel hopeless,
exasperated, finally almost desolate. Why? Because he
couldn’t be sure of holding on to himself, against people
like that? Because he was afraid that in the end they were
right? Yet he might have married her. Or some girl like
that. If he’d stayed back where he belonged. She’d have
been appetizing enough. Probably a flirt. The fussy way she
had of shifting her buttocks on the kitchen chair, her pursed
mouth, a slightly contrived air of menace—that was what
was left of the more or less innocent vulgarity of a smalltown flirt.
She must have had some hopes when she picked Aubrey.
His good looks, his salesman’s job, his white-collar
expectations. She must have believed that she would end
up better off than she was now. And so it often happened
with those practical people. In spite of their calculations,
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their survival instincts, they might not get as far as they had
quite reasonably expected. No doubt it seemed unfair.
In the kitchen the first thing he saw was the light blinking
on his answering machine. He thought the same thing he
always thought now. Fiona. He pressed the button before
he took his coat off.
“Hello, Grant. I hope I got the right person. I just thought
of something. There is a dance here in town at the Legion
supposed to be for singles on Saturday night and I am on
the lunch committee, which means I can bring a free guest.
So I wondered whether you would happen to be interested
in that? Call me back when you get a chance.”
A woman’s voice gave a local number. Then there was a
beep and the same voice started talking again.
“I just realized I’d forgotten to say who it was. Well, you
probably recognized the voice. It’s Marian. I’m still not so
used to these machines. And I wanted to say I realize
you’re not a single and I don’t mean it that way. I’m not
either, but it doesn’t hurt to get out once in a while. If you
are interested you can call me and if you are not you don’t
need to bother. I just thought you might like the chance to
get out. It’s Marian speaking. I guess I already said that.
O.K. then. Goodbye.”
Her voice on the machine was different from the voice he’d
heard a short time ago in her house. Just a little different in
the first message, more so in the second. A tremor of
nerves there, an affected nonchalance, a hurry to get
through and a reluctance to let go.
Something had happened to her. But when had it
happened? If it had been immediate, she had concealed it
very successfully all the time he was with her. More likely
it came on her gradually, maybe after he’d gone away. Not
necessarily as a blow of attraction. Just the realization that
he was a possibility, a man on his own. More or less on his
own. A possibility that she might as well try to follow up.
But she’d had the jitters when she made the first move. She
had put herself at risk. How much of herself he could not
yet tell. Generally a woman’s vulnerability increased as
time went on, as things progressed. All you could tell at the
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start was that if there was an edge of it then, there’d be
more later. It gave him a satisfaction—why deny it?—to
have brought that out in her. To have roused something like
a shimmer, a blurring, on the surface of her personality. To
have heard in her testy broad vowels this faint plea.
He set out the eggs and mushrooms to make himself an
omelette. Then he thought he might as well pour a drink.
Anything was possible. Was that true—was anything
possible? For instance, if he wanted to, would he be able to
break her down, get her to the point where she might listen
to him about taking Aubrey back to Fiona? And not just for
visits but for the rest of Aubrey’s life. And what would
become of him and Marian after he’d delivered Aubrey to
Fiona?
(page 12)
Marian would be sitting in her house now, waiting for him
to call. Or probably not sitting. Doing things to keep herself
busy. She might have fed Aubrey while Grant was buying
the mushrooms and driving home. She might now be
preparing him for bed. But all the time she would be
conscious of the phone, of the silence of the phone. Maybe
she would have calculated how long it would take Grant to
drive home. His address in the phone book would have
given her a rough idea of where he lived. She would
calculate how long, then add to that the time it might take
him to shop for supper (figuring that a man alone would
shop every day). Then a certain amount of time for him to
get around to listening to his messages . And as the silence
persisted she’d think of other things. Other errands he
might have had to do before he got home. Or perhaps a
dinner out, a meeting that meant he would not get home at
suppertime at all.
What conceit on his part. She was above all things a
sensible woman. She would go to bed at her regular time
thinking that he didn’t look as if he’d be a decent dancer
anyway. Too stiff, too professorial.
He stayed near the phone, looking at magazines, but he
didn’t pick it up when it rang again.
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“Grant. This is Marian. I was down in the basement putting
the wash in the dryer and I heard the phone and when I got
upstairs whoever it was had hung up. So I just thought I
ought to say I was here. If it was you and if you are even
home. Because I don’t have a machine, obviously, so you
couldn’t leave a message. So I just wanted. To let you
know.” The time was now twenty-five after ten.
“Bye.”
He would say that he’d just got home. There was no point
in bringing to her mind the picture of his sitting here
weighing the pros and cons.
Drapes. That would be her word for the blue curtains—
drapes. And why not? He thought of the ginger cookies so
perfectly round that she had to announce they were
homemade, the ceramic coffee mugs on their ceramic tree,
a plastic runner, he was sure, protecting the hall carpet. A
high-gloss exactness and practicality that his mother had
never achieved but would have admired—was that why he
could feel this twinge of bizarre and unreliable affection?
Or was it because he’d had two more drinks after the first?
The walnut-stain tan—he believed now that it was a tan—
of her face and neck would most likely continue into her
cleavage, which would be deep, crêpey-skinned, odorous
and hot. He had that to think of as he dialled the number
that he had already written down. That and the practical
sensuality of her cat’s tongue. Her gemstone eyes.
Fiona was in her room but not in bed. She was sitting by
the open window, wearing a seasonable but oddly short and
bright dress. Through the window came a heady warm blast
of lilacs in bloom and the spring manure spread over the
fields.
She had a book open in her lap.
She said, “Look at this beautiful book I found. It’s about
Iceland. You wouldn’t think they’d leave valuable books
lying around in the rooms. But I think they’ve got the
clothes mixed up—I never wear yellow.”
“Fiona,” he said.
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“Are we all checked out now?” she said. He thought the
brightness of her voice was wavering a little. “You’ve been
gone a long time.”
“Fiona, I’ve brought a surprise for you. Do you remember
Aubrey?”
She stared at Grant for a moment, as if waves of wind had
come beating into her face. Into her face, into her head,
pulling everything to rags. All rags and loose threads.
“Names elude me,” she said harshly.
Then the look passed away as she retrieved, with an effort,
some bantering grace. She set the book down carefully and
stood up and lifted her arms to put them around him. Her
skin or her breath gave off a faint new smell, a smell that
seemed to Grant like green stems in rank water.
“I’m happy to see you,” she said, both sweetly and
formally. She pinched his earlobes, hard.
“You could have just driven away,” she said. “Just driven
away without a care in the world and forsook me.
Forsooken me. Forsaken.”
He kept his face against her white hair, her pink scalp, her
sweetly shaped skull.
He said, “Not a chance.” ♦
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ﭼﺎپ اﻳﻦ اﺛﺮ ﻣﺸﺮوط ﺑﻪ ﻛﺴﺐ اﺟﺎزه ﻛﺘﺒﻲ از ﻣﺘﺮﺟﻢ آن ﻣﻲ
ﺑﺎﺷﺪ
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